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grow wild mushrooms 
forever with the 


Since our introduction of the first Mushroomkit three years 
ago, thousands of successful cultivators have discovered the 
only way to grow an unlimited amount of mushrooms for as 
long as they want. 


Other “kits” give you one paltry crop .... if you are lucky 
Only the Homestead Mushroomkit utilizes the scientific 
methods that enable you to keep growing mushrooms forever 
without ever having to buy another kit or more spores 


Our Deluxe Kit comes with two pounds of reknowned high: 
yield compost for the largest crops of mushrooms. If you have 
never grown mushrooms before, our Beginners Kit simplifies 
the procedure by providing two grain bottles for you to grow 
them in. Both kits include a lifetime supply of proven-fertile 
spores and professional tools and supplies that will last you for 
as long as you wish to grow mushrooms. Bob Harris’ book 
Growing Wild Mushrooms is the recommended guide book 
for cultivating mushrooms. 


VISA or Mastercharge orders call Toll-Free at 800-426-6777, 
except Washington, Alaska and Hawaii. All others, please call 
(206) 634-2212. 


Deluxe Psilocybe Cubensis Kit - $39 
contains 2 pounds of compost 

O Beginning Psilocybe Cubensis Kit 
simplified procedures - $39 

CO GROWING WILD MUSHROOMS 
recommended manual - $5 

(C PSILOCYBE MUSHROOMS & THEIR 
ALLIES Most complete mushroom. 
book available - $10.50 

1 Psilocybe cubensis spores only - $10 
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SYSTEMS 


SYSTEM E: THE FLOWERING LIGHT 


Halide Systems now carries the 1,000 watt High Pres- 
sure Sodium, Due to the intense red spectrum, this, 
light is ideal for flowering. One 5 Ib. box of Eco 
Bloom fertilizer will accompany each System E order. 
All systems include installation and users 
information: System A — 1000 watt metal halide 
lamp (110,000 lumens), porcelain reflector, remote 
ballast. $289.00. System B — 1000 watt super metal 
halide lamp (125,000 lumens), porcelain reflector, 
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10.00 deposit. 


remote ballast. $309.00. System C— 1000 watt 
super metal halide lamp (125,000 lumens), porcelain 
reflector, remote ballast with built-in timer. 

$334.00. System D— 1500 watt super metal 

halide lamp (155,000 lumens), 4 foot metal reflector, 
remote ballast. $395.00. System E— 1000 watt 
High Pressure Sodium lamp (140,000 lumens), 

4 foot metal reflector, HPS remote ballast. Sale price 
$379.00. 
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Interview: Tommy Rettig by Ken Kelley 
Quick! What's the name of the towheaded little kid who played Jeff Miller in 
the “Lassie” show? (Hint: He's also starred in mov:es with Marilyn Monroe and 
Robert ue ‘quit acting after a bad acid trip, and was busted twice by 

is DEAL) USE ante eae Rn are conta e eae 


LSD ‘81: Marketing the Better Blotter by Bob Stearne 

Not since the halcyon days of orange sunshine and purple haze has acid felt 
and looked this good. Get behind a headful of today’s “dragon” or “mouse” 
and you'll see what We Mean... ee eee eee ccc cececseteeeeeeeeeues 


The Sorcerer's Apprentice: Nikola Tesla, 1856-1953 

by Michael Olshan 

Everyone knows that Edison invented the light bulb, Marconi the wireless, 

and Tesla the...er...just as we suspected. Read on and learn who this mad 

Croat was and why Mickey Rooney never starred in "The Young Nick Tesla 
tory” 


Special Grow American/Centerfold: Arizona High-Ways 

Br The Cactus Rid 

This month, “Grow American” takes you to the Sonora Desert in southern 
Arizona. There, amidst the scorpions, rattlesnakes, Gila monsters and wild 
pigs, we found some of the fattest, coziest buds you've ever seen, not to 
mention a somewhat beguiling centerfold ..........scccesceeseeeess 


The Grown-Up by fom Disch 

Francis Kellerman went to bed a 10-year-old boy and awoke the next morning 
inside the body of a 26-year-old man. Or did he go to bed a 26-year-old man 
and wake up with the mind of a 10-year-old boy? “Huh?” Nobody ever said 
these appearance vs. reality-type trips are easy ..........- 0s eeeeeeeeee 
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HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


Celebs nix coke probe... .Computer firm bankruptcy threatens LaRouche cult 
...Canadian drug "stalag" finally closed down 
Moving weight in the joit 


Magic mushroom juice 
.Colombian update 


beats out morphine. 
much more 


‘Trans-High Market Quotations . 
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SEEDS ‘N’ STEMS 


A day in the life of the pope... Pulitzer potential: 40-year-old mary-jane 
Abbott and Costello in Rat 


addict discovered... Alex Haig Inside Straight. .. 
City. .. Thoroughly Modern Morons. ..Dope Lore . 


High Times Classified 


DEPARTMENTS 


Boycott Bolivian manifesto 
‘Don't be ridiculous, officer, Im just holding thisfora friend” 
.. “Take this potand shove it” 
. .. The lady doth ingest toomuch 
Claude Lavalle goes torace-car driving school 
Whocallingitquits? 
The sensuous armpit 


Cocaine Confidential 
Pleasures .. 
Sounds... 
Last Words 


Cocaine Colonialism: 
4 How the Fascists Took 

Over Bolivia by the 
HIGH TIMES Cocaine Bureau 
When Gen. Luis Garcia Meza 
and his fascist thugs took over 
the Bolivian government last 
year, the first thing they did 
was to industrialize the 
production of coca paste. 
‘Would you buy your blow from 
ex Nazis tight wing goons and 
assorted paramilitary creeps? 


Al-Kayf: An 
Instructive Guide for 
Travelers to Morocco 

by Sir Dean Latimer, photos by 

Sir Laurence Cherniak 

The road to Morocco is lined 

with fig trees and sexually 

promiscuous Arab boys. Join 

Sir Dean and Sir Laurence as 

they make their way among 

these obliging sons of Ishmael 
in search of the most prized 
hash in the world. 
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~~ THIS BUG COULD DESTROY YOUR BUSINESS 
Save it with THE PERSONAL 


RIVACY PROTECTOR 


The Personal Privacy Protector: 

© Finds electronic bugs in just seconds 

© Even verifies an eavesdropping device 

@ Is the same high quality used by professionals 

© Is ultra-miniaturized, pocket-sized, portable 

@ Is usable anytime, anywhere 

© Allows you to perform a quick electronic “sweep” 
every time you enter a room. 


PROTECT YOUR BUSINESS — PROTECT YOURSELF! 

Send $25.00 for a catalog and special report on how to protect 
yourself against BUGGING and WIRETAPPING. Also inquire about 
telephone privacy systems, bomb detectors, lie detectors, tape 
recorder detectors, electronic vehicle tracking systems, infrared 
nite viewers, bullet proof vestsand cars. 


ANTI-BUGGING ANTI-WIRETAPPING CORPORATION OF AMERICA 
633 Third Ave., New York, NY. 10017 (212) 682-4731 

‘Washington, D.C. (202) 659-3432 Miami (305) 358-4336 

Los Angeles (213) 274-6256 Houston(713) 870-1052 

‘Chicago (312) 642-2757 Toronto (416) 968-9014 

London — Paris — Hong Kong, 


IGGING ANTI-WIRETAPPING CORP. NAME 
633 Third Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017 ‘ADDRESS 
Enclosed is my $25.00, fencl me your 
catalog and special report. 
HT. TELEPHONE 


‘So much business, 

so many products, 
that it’s too much 

for one monk to handle 
Find out why we're 

STILL #1 

__In the world for 

COCACCESSORIES 


It becomes clearer every year 


A four-color catalogue 
of our complete line 

is now available. 

(You must be 18 or older) 


Brother Bob Productions 


Post Ottice Box 1868 
Hollywood, California 80068 
(213) 876-7635 


= gas with the 


The one and only Nitrous Oxide Carburated Pipe that lets you mixa rush of cool Nitrous 
with a carburated hit of warm smoke to create the most unique smoking experience 
you'll ever have. In addition Buzz Bombe snaps apart to be used three different ways: 
(1) asa space age carburator, (2) a slick, versatile smoking pipe, and (3} as the world’s 
‘stand only pocket size N 20 dispenser that can be used without balloons. Buzz Bomb 
is equipped with a precision adjustable needle valve to regulate fast or slow outputand 
includes 10 safe, pure N 20 chargers. It’s the kind of gift you buy for someone else and 
end up keeping for yourselt 

Buzz Bomb® is available direct from the manufacturer for alimited time with this Special 
‘Test Market Mail Order Offer. It will soon be available only through retailers at a much 
higher price so send for it now and save 


Send ___ Buzz Bombs* @ $19.95 each, and ___ additional boxes of 10 chargers @ 
$4.50/box. Postage and handling $1.50/Buzz Bomb ; 50¢ box of chargers. 


Send Buzz Bomb® T-shirts 0 SO M DL, $7.95 each postage included. Calif. 
residents add 60% sales tax. TOTAL _. 
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Send to: Premium Industeies, 125 Larkspur, San Rafael, CA $4901 


Special Test Market Mail Order Offer 
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In what at first may appear to bea shocking 
reversal of established policy, this maga- 
zine, this month, is encouraging people not 
to take dope: specifically, to boycott Boliv- 
ian cocaine. 

‘This course of action was arrived at after 


‘ate sympathy for these people. We hope this 
rather extraordinary interruption in the 


normal, classically laissez-faire conduct of 
the contraband cocaine traffic will be brief. 
Its objective is merely the collapse of the fas- 
cist junta currently in La Paz, and the resto- 
ration of democracy to Bolivia, Since the 
leaders of that sorrowful nation are entirely 
dependent on the cocaine traffic for their 
personal sustenance, a consumer Bolivian 
boycott should succeed quickly, with mini- 
mal loss or hardship for all involved. 

‘The fact is, the preservation of existing 
democratic traditions in South America is 
infinitely more important than cocaine or 
the cocaine traffic. As the High Times Co- 


caine Bureau irrefutably illustrates (see 
page 42), the current n adminis- 
tration clearly has no interest itself in pre- 

It's up to the outlaws, pirates and smug- 
glers of America. The War of Independence 
was fought and won by outlaws, pirates 
and smugglers, and this nation was largely 
founded by them, If the people currently 
running this country appear to have forgot- 
ten how it started, what it's all about, and 
what keepsit alive and vibrant, a successful 
Bolivian boycott just might help remind 
them. —The staff of HiGH Times 


HIGHTIMES 7 


When Michael Reynolds swaggered into our offices back in early February with his 
black leather jacket and mirrored shades, the secretaries swooned and the editors 
jockeyed for position. His reputation preceded him: charming, brutal, with a keen in- 
terest in quality weaponry. For the few days he was here there was nothing but talk of 
Ingrams, Uzis and something he called a “rail-gun” which he swore has the theoretical 
‘sniper capability of picking someone off.at 3,000 miles, We set him up with a fat bank- 
roll and a notebook full of contacts and sent him down to Miami to get the dirt on the 
Black Tuna (one of the most notorious smuggling operations in recent years). A few 
days later we received a phone call. Heid been robbed, expense money gone; he'd been 
seriously threatened, swagger gone. Then this letter came. Look for Reynoldssstoryon 
the Black Tuna in an upcoming issue. 
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Vive la France? 

Supplementary to Michael Stepanian’s col- 
umn, “Customs’ ["Getting Off,” February 
‘81], [dlike toinform youabout French Cus- 
toms and their special transit laws. Every- 
body coming into Roissy-Paris International 
Airport is getting checked by a computer 
that is connected to Interpol headquarters 
in Wiesbad, West Germany, and therefore 
full of DEA shit. Should your name show 
up—or even if you just seem suspicious— 
customs officials will apprehend you, grab 
your luggage and shove their hands up your 
ass. Your rights: zero. French cops have the 
right to bust through your door and search 
your house and property without any kind 
of warrant, and arrest and interrogate you 
for four days without informing the D.A. 
Phone calls to lawyers or family members 
are strictly forbidden. You just vanish, and 
not cooperating means not being fed. 

T have come by all this information the 
hard way. On my way home to California 
from the Orient I was stopped at Roissy and. 
put through the wringer. The only evidence 
against me was and still is a single state- 
ment from someone who maintains I sold 
him blow. That was 16 months ago and I've 
yet to appear in court. 

—Thomas Griese 
Prison des Yvellines, France 


Oh Say Can You See? 
I'm aware that marijuana is beneficial for 
the treatment of glaucoma. Will smoking it 
make you less likely to contract glaucoma? 
Also, what causes the stars you see when 
you take a big hit of Hawaiian pot? 
—High Guy 
Haleiwa, Hawaii 


‘Asa matter of fact, a couple of yearsagoaklatch 
of students at the University of Wisconsin in 
Madison officially formed themselves into the 
Society for the Prevention of Glaucoma, reduc- 
ing their intraocular pressure like crazy, day in 
and day out. But it probably didn’t make them 
any less liable to develop the disease, 

Glaucoma is mainly hereditary though it 
can be caused by a blow to the eye. Marijuana 
only helps once youve already developed glau- 
coma, but then it works fine: eye-pressure re- 
duction of 60 percent, dependably without the 
risk of cataract formation or circulatory dis- 
orders, which many commercial glaucoma 
‘medications promote. Also, according to Bob 
Randall of the Alliance for Cannabis Thera- 
peutics—and Randall's been doing legal grass 
for four years now—you don't get tolerant to the 
weeds ocular effect, so you don't have to keep 
raising the dose. You do get tolerant to the high, 
though: Randall smokes enough marijuana 
every day to flatten most of us for a week, but 
it's been so long since its gotten him high, hes 
forgotten what it was like. 

As for that question about the ‘stars’ obvi- 
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ously you are only patriotically plugging Maui 
wowie and Puna butter You get them same 
damn stars from any high-test dope, Mr. High 
Guy It is only the enhanced firing of norepi- 
nephrine impulses into your retinal cortex; they 
call em phosphenes, and they are not merely 
harmless but a hell of a nice interior light show 
And theyre just as flashy from Humboldt 
County skunik indica as they are from Oahu 
pakalolo, buddy—Ed. 


Cervix with a Smile 
Hey, Hic Times! Your May centerfold was 
real cute. Next time how about using a stud 


with a ten-inch-long Thai-stick tool for all 
ushard-rolling, potsmoking girls. —Linda 
Wheeling, WV. 


Weill see, Linda, we'll see—Ed. 


Banned in Oregon? 

‘Three weeks ago I took HIGH TiMEs off the 
shelyes in my headshop. Since then nobody 
has even noticed you are gone! That's be- 
cause for the last year your magazine has 
slowly sunk below asshole level. Now it 
seems you merely try to fill the spaces be- 
tween advertisements with cheap garbage. 
HIGH Times no longer represents the high 
folks of this country. If the Connoisseur and 
Robert Anton Wilson ever team up and 
start their own magazine, I'll be the first to 

carry it. Till then, you stink. 
—Stephen Farish 
Yellow Moon Trading Co. 
Newport, Ore. 


‘Though we are truly sorry you think our maga- 
‘zine stinks, your gloating over your book-burning 
tactics distresses us even further. Your sneering 
account of the totalitarian censorship you so 
obviously delight in exercising makes suspect 
your smug implication that you indeed speak 
for all the “high people in America’ As for 
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Frank Woah 


‘| 


and Robert Anton Wilson, they always appre- 
ciate fan mail—Ed. 


Species to the Defense! 

Ive heard that i's now possible to synthe- 
size cocaine from scratch, molecule by mol- 
ecule. My question is, would it be possible 
for the cops to tell synthetic coke from the 
genuine kind, labbed down out of coca 
leaves? The law, according to the law li- 
brary here, says only “derivatives of Eryth- 
roxylon coca" are illegal. If the cops can't tell 
whether the two z's they popped me with 
came out of a bush or out of atest tube, why 
should I be in here doing three to five? 


Danbury Conn. 


Why you should be in the slam for any sort of 
coke is a mystery to us. But the fact is, yes, all 
federal and state coke laws do clearly stipulate 
that only Erythroxylon coca derivatives areille- 
gal. And it is now possible to synthesize coke, 
with a few million dollars’ worth of lab gear, that 
would look exactly like Erythroxylon-based 
snort on any forensic cops analysis outprint. 
You should bring this up with your attorney at 
the earliest opportunity. 

And while you're at it, also advise your attor- 
ney that there are two ather species of the coca 
plant, completely different from Erythroxylon 
coca. Erythroxylons the highland Bolivian 
species. In the plateaus of Peru, the species is 
Coca truxillense. And in Colombia it's Coca 


High Command 
Just received the Aprilissue, and after read- 
ing itover I must say it's one of the finest in 
awhile. As a photographer in the Army I 
really enjoyed the interview with Harlan 
‘Ang. I hope you can find a use for one of 
the photos.I sent you. Seeing one of them 
in your magazine would do more for me 
than a promotion, Sgt. Bilko” 
Name and address withheld 


No problem, Sarge. Or should we say Liew- 
tenant?—Ed. 


HicH Times Salutes the 
Gangbanging Firemen of 
Kansas City, Mo. 

Seems like the firefighters of Kansas City, 
‘Mo, have been emptying their hoses into 


something other than burning buildings of 
Jate. Like, for instance, Miss Cheryl Hefner, 
‘whose consuming loins have sustained the 
gush from over 200 of the city’s hook-and- 
ladder boys. According to City Auditor 


£ Thomas Keyes, there was "wholesale sex 


going on" at 23 of 31 firehouses around 


town, all of which activity being attribut- 


ed to Kansas City's favorite fireplug, Miss 


2 Cheryl Hefner 


Deanne Stillman, who penned this 


month's “Cocaine Confidential’ col- 
umn, "Coke Whores and Other Myths; 
should be no stranger to HiGH Times 
readers. As a contributing editor from 
1978 to 1980, she proved a veritable tidal 
basin of japes and sallies, moving all 
who read her to dangerous extremes of 
feverish delight. Rumor has it that her 
Woodstock Census (which we serialized 
in '79) has just gone into paperback and, 
as if that’s not enough, Seaview Press is 
threatening to publish her new book, 
Getting Back at Dad, this October. 


novogranatense. The law cant tell if your 
snort was labbed down out of Erythroxylon, 
truxillense or novogranatense, any more 
than they can tell if it was real or synthetic, But 
the law does clearly and exclusively stipulate 


Erythroxylon as the sole and only “illegal” va- 
riety of coca. 

If your attorney is just piss-ignorant about 
the wohle thing, have him or her send to And/ 
(Or Press (PO. Box 2246, Berkeley CA 94702) 
for a copy of Coca, Divine Plant of the Incas, 
by W. Golden Mortimer. Mortimer described 
these three separate species 60 years ago, in 
minute botanical detail. 


Up From Trenchtown 

Why is reggae star Max Romeo smiling? 
You'd be smiling, too, if you planned to 
tour with the Rolling Stones on their 
forthcoming trek around the globe. Max 
stopped by HicH Tass to pick up Music 
Editor John Swenson, and the two re- 
paired to the local deli for an interview! 
lunch where Max chowed down on— 
what else?—dreadlocks and bagels. 


Head of the Month 

Spider Webb gives good head... .armpit, 
hip, upper chest—you name it. There's 
no body part too small or too intimate 
for the renowned tattoo master. Look for 
a pictorial featuring his work in our Sep- 
tember issue. 


Ohh, Canada 

Listen, asshole, you're calling usa bunch of 
limp-wristed Canadian rah-rah boys who 
suck ("Letters’ April '81]. I don't appreciate 
that one bit, and if I knew who wrote that I 
‘would punch your fucking lights out. As far 


Selected by popular 
consensus, the ISO2 
has been 

acclaimed for 

its easy and safe 
operation, its scientific 
engineering, quality 
construction and 

its truly 

amazing 

results. Using 

the unique process of 
“isomerization”’, the ISO2 lets 
you process and 
highly intensify 

the potency of 
organic dyes, 

herbal teas, 

aromas fo. 

incense, 

soap and 
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THAI POWER 

P.O. Box:58166 

Los Angeles, CA 90058 Se eee 
esa anh ae rt ot sand 1 Cucina ere 
Send me. 1S02 Filtration Kit(s) @ $39.95 each 
+2.00 shipping and handling for each unit and kit ordered. 
Enclosed is $50.00 deposit, balance C.0.. 
+ $2.00 shipping and handling for each unit and kit ordered, 
Deposit not returned if C.0.D. refused. 

Certified Check or Money Orders Only. California Residents add 6% Sales Tax. 

TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED: $. 


T_ Charge tomy: Ci MasterCard 
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BUGGED? 


The0OO7 
BIONIC 
BRIEFCASE 


Send $25 (refundable against purchase) for 
catalog and comprehensive report on 
bugging and wiretapping, 


Anti-Bugging Anti-Wiretapping Corp. 
633 Third Ave,, New York, NY 10017 


name 


address _ 
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as Sgt. Preston is concerned, who fucking 
cares! Sowhy don't you take your magazine 
and go pound salt up yourass! 

—Most Canadians 


Pretty tough talk coming from a tundra turkey 
who spends his time alone inan igloo whacking 
off over Sierra Club calendars, But then again, 
false bravado is about all one can expect froma 
nation of sap-sucking seal murderers whose 
prime minister isn't man enough to keep his 
wife from flying down to New York to flash 
beaver at Studio 54. Listen, Nanook, if I were 
‘you I'd quit filling my bong with moose pee—it's 
‘obviously affecting your sense of humor—Ed. 


HIGH TIMES international ‘correspondent 
and photographer Laurence Cherniak 
isaman witha past. Anex-Canadian soap 
Ge ae iets ll rec fo He wt 
graph by Canuck old ladies), he 

the first head shop north of the 49th paral- 
lel hawking his pipes and papers to fledg- 
ling hockey players and their big-boned 
girlfriends, 

For IS years he's chronicled the hashish 
trail with incomparable intelligence and 
plete ta pc yeeros 
numerous cover photos and over adozen 
centerfolds. But by far his most impres- 
siveachievementisthe projected seriesof, 
his Great Books of Hashish: volume one of 
book one is available now through the 
HIGH Timss Bookstore (see ad, page 94). 
But don't take our word for it; here's 
what Dr Michael Aldrich, curator of the 
Fitz Hugh Ludlow Memorial Library, 
had to say about Cherniak’s classic: 
“The first time I saw these photographs 
by Laurence Cherniak, I felt like a test 
pilot suddenly thrust into a new dimen- 
sion, riding a magic carpet to the fabled 
lands of hashish... .I knew at once that 


this was the best essay in drug photogra- 
phy I've ever seen, a masterwork! 


1 Remember Nepal 
This picture was taken in January 1973, just 
before drugs became illegal in Nepal. Back 
in those days the streets of Katmandu were 


teeming with such places—where you 

could pick froma “hashish menu’ anything 
from ‘Temple Balls to Arkant Chares. 

—David S, Soliday 

Green Pond, SC. 


Found the Answers 
Thave had a year of your publication and 
had bought it from local businesses earlier. I 
finally found the answers I had been look- 
ing for to life and they was not in drugs. If 
you have any sense you will turn to the bi- 
ble for answers. Please quit giving all this 
misleading information to young people 
looking for instruction, I was once there 
myself. Smoking dope was like drinking 
water. My life depended on it. It never did 
answer my questions to life like "Why are 
we here?’ “What are our purposes on 
earth?! “Why is life?” I finally found thean- 
‘swers after an in-depth bible study. Try it 
sometime; you might be surprised. 
PS. Show this to your readers; maybe 
they will change their minds, 
—Dennis J. McCall 
Danville, Ill 


While were sincerely happy for you, you ought 
to be advised that youre taking on a pretty for- 
midable body of established religious tradition 
when you categorically maintain and state that 
the answers to life cannot be found through 
drugs. People have been getting pretty solid an- 
‘swers from mushrooms, flowers, roots, weeds, 
pills, vines, and all other sorts of high makers 
since before the Ice Age. Why in some reli- 
gions, even mere alcoholic wine is employed as 
an agent of illumination! If some soul-medicine 
has not worked for you, Dennis, is it fair to say 
that it will never work for anyone else, among 
the billions of souls in this wide, wide world? 


“In my Father's house are many mansions} said 
Jesus. Are any of us, howsoever enlightened, 
entitled to boast of our particular mansion, 
that itis better furnished than any of the other 
‘mansions which God has provided, as refuge 
and abode for the ever-questing spirit of hu- 
mankind? Is any of us entitled to block the 
door, as it were, to any mansion in which an- 
other person might find reassurance and fulfill 
ment? This may be what Jesus meant when he 
spoke of faith, hope and charity and which of 
these is the greatest. 

Tt might be good to ponder these things in 
your heart, Dennis. And remember also, al- 
‘ways, that the word Bible is ever, ever spelled 
with a lowercase b—Ed. 


Kosher Hash 
On the way toa friend's house I picked up 
the April HIGH TimEs. We found the center- 
fold of the safe very amusing, but it's been 
eight weeks now and we've yet tofigure out 
‘what's that black goochy stuff inside it. My 
friend says it looks like old, burnt Hebrew. 
‘National frankfurters, Is she right, or what? 
—Lauren Wilson 


Bridgewater, NJ. 


That “goochy stuff” in the safe, dear Lauren, is 
black Nepalese finger hash and not burnt-up 
old frankfurters. There are a variety of differ- 
ences between the two products; for instance, 
whereas you'd have to shell out over $2,200 for 
@ pound for the Nepalese, you could score a 
‘pound of hot dogs for $1.89—$2,29 tops—Ed. 


A 


Novelist, poet and critic Thomas M. 
Disch has been secreting his genius 
these past 15 years into a variety of 
books and magazines. His most recent 

| science-fiction effort, On Wings of Song 
(New York: Bantam}, won the John W 
Campbell Award for 1980, ‘Tom's latest 
book is Neighboring Lives, a historical 
novel he wrote with Charles Naylor 
Read “The Grown-Up" and realize that 
science fiction doesn't necessarily mean 
battling little green men in your alumi- 
num underwear. 


BETTER 
CLOSETS 
EVERYWHERE 


False Aralia 


HIGH TIMES says“. .. thanks to its patented hydroponic system, it just sits under its lights 
and pops out plants. No dirt, no manure, no sweat . .. each Hydropot Is good for three to five 
husky plants, six feet tall... a whole cellar full of Hydropots can make one the most 
prosperous damn grower in town.” (5/80) 

HIGH TIMES MARKET AIALYSIS “. .. plants from the basement can be as good as plants 
from the mountains. The quality is definitely on a par with the . . . seedless plants that now 
dominate the market. The big winners will be the do-it-yourselfers who incorporate these 
revolutionary breakthroughs into their own gardens.” (10/80) 


The Hydropot system provides a constant supply of food and aerated water to 
the roots. Plants that can feed all the time will grow all the time; they won't waste 
growth energy pushing roots around searching for what they need. You get the 
fastest possible growth, and the most efficient! Efficient? Our simple pruning 
method will double your yield. Try it in any other set-up and you'll get slow: 
growing, stunted plants. But, not in our Hydropot! It's the only way to get fast 
growth, super-high yield and top quality, indoors or out 

fe put our patented system, special nutrients, a complete step-by-step in- 
struction book (with full lighting directions) and our illustrated pruning guide 
all together for you: and you don't have to be a gardening pro to do it. It's Nature 
made simple —since 1976. 


HYDROPOT™System contains: 
* complete growing instruction manual 


lustrated pruning quide including sections on sex 
determination, harvesting and curing * special nutrient ‘A. 16-6-16 for fast lush: growth 
* special. nutrient & 9-30-12 for flowering and potency + patented Flo. Thru™ circulation 
System * high impact plastic garden container + reusable Kona-LavaTM medium * electric 
aeration pump * nutrient dispenser * pH test Rit + peat starter pellets * full yeor quorantee 
* complete lighting directions. 


Send business letter-sized, self-addressed stamped envelope for more information on indoor 
‘growing and lighting, 


Hydropots at $59.95 each. 10% off for 3 


Please send me. 


‘or more. (CA residents add 6% Sales Tax.) All shipping and handling 1 
charges included (shipping weight 32 Ibs.). Money Orders and 
Cashiers checks shipped immediately. 1 
Enclosed is my payment for $ 1 
Name H 
Address 1 
City State Zip 

visa) or weO 

Exp. date Signature: 


Use your credit card for fast phone service (please no collect calls). 
Send to: APPLIED HYDROPONICS, 1299 Fourth St., Suite 308, 
San Rafael, CA 94901 
©1981 HT 


24 STATES ACCEPT 
MARIJUANR’S T 
USE IN MEDICINE eee 


States which have legalized marijuana for medical 
use are shown in white, 


For a copy of the full color Indoor Garden 
Supply Catalog, send $2.00 (for shipping and 
handling) with your name and address to 
Indoor Garden Supply, Inc. 
P.O. Box 17011, Dept. D-4 
Seattle, Washington 98107 
Phone (206) 789-4500 


The federal government still defines marijuana asa “drug with no accepted 
medical value” and forbids its therapeutic use. 

Since 1978, half the nation has legalized marijuana's use inthe treatment 
of glaucoma and cancer chemotherapy. Federal bureaucrats have ignored 
the compassionate intent of these laws. Asa result, thousands of Americans, 
promised legal, medical access to marijuana, are being denied relief. 

The Alliance for Cannabis Therapeutics (ACT) intends to end the fed: 
eral prohibition against marijuana’s use in medicine. We need your help to 
help others. Please, ACT now. 

Se rrr 


pal he ACT, P.O. Box 23691, Washington, D.C. 20024 


ULWANT TO HELP! Enclosed is my contribution of $15. 1525 
Os50 Cigi00 O$_ ‘Send. me more information on 
marijuana’s medical uses. (Please make your check or money order 
payable to ACT.) 

CILWANT TO DO MORE! Let me know how I can help ACT pro- 
vide prescriptive access to marijuana. 

‘The following publications are available from ACT @ $2.00 each. 

(Cannabis & Glaucoma (Cannabis & Cancer Chemotherapy 

OGannabis & Spasticity [Cannabis & Medicine 


NAME 


ADDRESS 
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The Superlite 


WHY PAY A LITTLE MORE FOR IT? 


While Metal Halide lights are available on the market at a 
lesser price, the fact remains that “you get what you pay for” 
You are buying not only the best product but, equally impor- 
tant, the best service! 


The Superlite is prewired to UL Standards for your protec- 
tion against electrical shock 


Because of the quality of both our parts and assemblage, The 
Superlite operates more quietly than its competitors. 


We Offer: A complete ready-to-go 1000 watt metal halide 
ballast and one MS 1000 Super Sylvania Halide 
Lamp with hood 


In Addition: Until September 31, you'll also receive a Dayton 
EB41 Timer ($30 retail) 
Also free with this ad, “How to Grow the Finest 
Marijuana Indoors”. 


All For $359.00 ¢ No Shipping Charge 


If book only, send $7.95 plus $1.50 shipping 
to address listed. 


GETTING OFF 


To Have 
and to 
Hold 


by Michael Stepanian 


Criminal lawyers are constantly arguing 
about possession. What is possession? Who 
is in possession? How can possession be 
proved? There are no real sharp lines that 
can be drawn to distinguish the different 
facts that will or wont show possession. 
Thereisarule, though, thatin order tojustify 
a conviction based on circumstantial evi 
dence, the facts and circumstances must be 
consistent with the theory of guilt and entire- 
ly inconsistent with any other rational con- 
clusion, Any lawyer worth their salt has a 
million ways to show that their client did not 
exercise dominion and control over an ille- 
gal substance, or that he or she did not 
know the narcotic character of the sub- 
stance. Furthermore, an attorney can argue 
a client's lack of possession in a vacuum 
and need not shift the blame to other peo- 
ple. This defense~My client wasn't in pos- 
session because the other had possessior 
plays right into the government's hands, be- 
cause if they can't prove that one individual 
possessed “beyond a reasonable doubt and 
toa moral certainty,” then everyone goes 
free. 

By far the easiest case for a defense attor- 
ney to argue is when a substance is found 
by the cops in an out-of-the-way place (un- 
observable by sight, smell or touch), and yet 
is not hidden to the extent where one per- 
son could be said to have sole access and ex- 
ercise dominion and control over the item. 
For example: If someone puts contraband 
in their night-table drawer along with their 
love letters and rent receipts, the govern- 
ment can successfully argue dominion and 
control because no one else is likely to go 
poking around such personal effects. On 
the other hand, if something is left in a 
place to which many people have access, 
the government can argue that the stuff 
was abandoned or in plain sight and the 
person who put it there did not exercise 
their right of privacy or the expectation of 
privacy over the item and is therefore liable 
to search and seizure. 

Between these two equally unattractive 
and punishable scenarios lies the above- 
mentioned middle way: If something is 
placed in a communal closet or hid in a 
couch, and there are three or four people 


living in the house, it becomes difficult to 
prove who “beyond a reasonable doubt and 
toa moral certainty” is culpable. Access to 
anarea is insufficient unless there is a clear 
indication that whatever is found belongs 
toa particular person and that no statements 
have been made that show consciousness of 
guilt (like lying to the police}. This, of 
course, is predicated on the fact that there 
were no items lying around (roaches in ash- 
trays, bits of paraphernalia) that would 
serve as evidence of one's awareness that 
contraband was being stored in the house. 
Okay let’s say the cops find some roaches 
—which they construe as probable cause to 
search the rest of the house—and come upon 
some potin the storage areaof theapartment. 
The tenant says he leaves the key under the 
matand friendscome over alot. Even the fact 
that the defendant knew the weed was 
there may be insufficient for conviction. 
There have been some interesting cases 
involving letters or boxes sent from other 
countries. If the cops intercept a box and 
find it to contain contraband, they'll send it 
toits destination and leave it there for a cou 
ple of days. What they're doing is waiting 
for someone to open the package so they 
can show access, dominion and control. A 
case the government would find hard to 
prove would be if someone gets the pack- 
age (addressed to someone else, assumel, 
leaves it on the desk for five or ten days, the 
cops come and no one has shown access to 
the package. It would be very difficult to 
prove that the person living there is the per- 
son to whom the package was mailed. 
Many times after a car has been pulled 
over by the cops contraband is thrown out 
the window. If there are a bunch of people 
in the car and no one sees the stuff being 
thrown, it's possible for everyone in the car 
to be acquitted by virtue of the fact that the 
government must prove that one particular 
person had dominion and control over the 
substance. Iftheregistered owner isin the car 


and some pot is found in the glove compart- 
ment while someone else is driving, there is 
an inference that the stuff belongs to the 
owner. If, on the other hand, the stuff is in 
the trunk of the car, in a suitcase of a person 
whose identification is different than the 
registered owners, it can be interpreted 
that someone other than the driver-owner 
left it there. 

The government is always looking for a 
way to get someone into dominion and con- 
trol and the defense lawyer is always trying 
to show that their client didn't have domin- 
ion and control or access or there was mul- 
tiaccess or there was no knowledge of the 
narcotic character. In some instances attor- 
neys will argue that their client merely had 
transitory possession. If someone gives 
something to you and you just take it and 
then give it to someone else, that's a transi- 
tory possession or momentary possession, 
and might not be possession with the intent 
for dominion and control purposes. 

Constructive possession, though, does 
presuppose intent for dominion and control 
purposes. For example: If a runner brings 
contraband to Arnie and Arnie’s busted be- 
fore he receives the stuff, even though he 
didn't have actual possession, he still may 
have constructive possession. Then there's 
also joint possession. Example: Someone 
lays out some lines of blow while Louisisin 
the bathroom blowing his nose. Louis 
comes back and finds a bust going down 
Though he may not have had actual posses- 
sion, if it can be shown that he knew what 
the contraband was and had dominion and 
control over it, he could be prosecuted for 
joint possession. 

‘As you can see there'sa thin line between 
the various types of possession, but if the 
stuff is hidden enough so that the cops can't 
seeiit, feel it or smell it, andit’s not hidden in 
aplace where only one person has access or 
exercises dominion and control, possession 
is tough to prove. 
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WE ARE ; 
aeon products, inc. 


LARGEST MFG. OF HOME 
HYDROPONICS IN THE COUNTRY 


PUBLISHERS OF THE "OLE HOMEGROWN QUARTERLY", 
a newsletter devoted to accuracy and the latest growing 
techniques. 


From our readers: 


"I think your magazine is great. Instruction books...are fine, 
but the "Ole Homegrown Quarterly" keeps on top of .the 
latest info & ideas. A leader in its field." 


"It's really great being able to obtain this kind of literature. 


"Your journal is just what I've been looking for for years: 
handy tips for seasoned growers." 


think you're the best thing that's ever happened to indoor 
growing. I appreciate all the work you have done in research = / 
and testing." 


Headquarters: 
Aeon Products, Inc. 
7 Commercial Blvd. 
Novato, CA 94947 
(415) 883-7828 
Monday-Friday 
9:00-5:00 


MANUFACTURERS OF HYDROPONIC EQUIPMENT AND 
ACCESSORIES 


State-of-the-art hame hydroponics. Dozens of models to fit 
any space, from a window box to a large greenhouse. 
Automatic, self contained, easy to operate, and produces 
results which astound the most seasoned growers. 


Showroom: 
Pacific Hydroponics 
3 Gate 5 Road 
Sausalito, CA 

Open 7 days a week 


10:00-5:00 MANUFACTURERS OF LIGHTING SYSTEMS 


Halide and sodium lights. The only system designed 
specifically for indoor growing. A unique reflector faceted 
in the same manner as an emerald to ensure the finest 
dispersion of light scientifically possible. A remote ballast 
allows for maximum flexibility in positioning. — Special 
construction reduces annoying humming noise common to 
most halides. 


Subscribe Now 


my check for: 


Enclosed 


EON PRODUCTS, INC. IS NOT JUST AN ANONYMOUS 

P.O. BOX, BUT A COMPANY WHICH IS ALWAYS Gee 

AVAILABLE TO ITS CLIENTS AND STANDS BEHIND ITS O One Year Subscription $6.50 ! 

PRODUCTS. 'Name_ ees 
1 Address 


Join our international family of subscribers and take 
advantage of special discount prices and information services 
exclusively reserved for members. 
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State_ 


----Zip 


aeon products, inc. 


7Zcommercial lod. 
nevato, ca., 94947 
(415) 883-7828 


The Quarterly gives you invaluable information on growing, 
pruning, harvesting, storing, oil extraction, answers to your 
specific questions, and more. 


CONNOISSEUR 


Interoffice Memo: 
by “R? 


HOW COME 1 always end up trying to 
defend HicH Times from massindignation 
among its readers? Probably because I'm. 
one of the few writers or editorial people 
connected with the magazine who still ac-~ 
tually enjoys and smokes marijuana. 
You'd be surprised how many of the staff 
dont smoke dope, don't even like it One 
good rule of thumb is that people like that 
are generally former smokers who failed 
to make anything out of their lives—why 
else would they still be doing the hack 
work they do?—and blame it on grass in- 
stead of their own intrinsic inadequacies, 
lack of talent, et cetera. 

But that's okay. Nonsmokers are enti- 
tled to live an aesthetically and sensually 
impoverished existence if that’s what 
they choose. Still, it's no excuse for the 
kind of gross ignorance, slander and pa- 
thetic lameness that characterizes Dean 
Latimer's “Joint Counterjoint’ [Hick 
‘Times, April’81} 

Since Latimer himself is a juicehead, 
never smokes grass or gets high with peo- 
ple who do, I'm the one who ends up try- 
ing to defend HH Times when, time after 
time, I run into people saying, “How 
could the editors there publish anything. 
so stupid and ignorant about smoking 
grass?” 

Ido my best to defend Latimer and the 
magazine. I tell them that Latimer is a 
genuinely talented writer the “Joint 
Counterjoint" article was an aberration, 
he was egged on by the antimarijuana fac- 
tion at the magazine, and 
due to his tragic inability 
to get high off grass—a 
pitiable sensory impo- 
tence—didnt know any 
better than to allow him- 
self to be exploited by 
them, 

In his defense I tell 
them Latimer has done a 
lot of valuable research 
poking holesin the Reefer 
Madness mythology of 
antimarijuana_ scientists 
leeching off the govern- 
ment payroll. The prob- 
lem is he’s become so 
deeply obsessed with his 
crusade against THC-cen- 
tered research—he'ssofar 
removed from the experi- 


“R. to Latimer: Get Offa My Cloud 


ence of smokers like you and me—that in 
“Joint Counterjoint” the ignorant juice- 
head clumsily made some disparaging re- 
marks about yours truly, the Connoisseur, 
and about the whole notion of cannabis 
connoisseurship, that have to be set 
straight. 

In fact, Latimer himself has already 
cringingly retracted the chief slanders 
against "R” perpetrated in hisarticle, after 
I confronted him in the HiGH Tives office 
and forced him to actually read the “Con- 
noisseur” column. And although he has 
now retreated from his shameful errors, 
let's look at what he said; it's a good oppor- 
tunity to define the true meaning of con- 
noisseurship by the light of his dimwitted 
blunders 

Putting aside Latimer's tissue of lies 
about some lamb’s bread he says he was 
smoking—the guy is too hung over to tell 
when he's smoking the wrong end of a fil- 
ter cigarette much less appreciate lamb’s 
bread—let’s go to the heart of hisattack on 
your faithful Connoisseur Basically, what 
hedoesis set upastraw manand then bold- 
ly rush forth with a torch to demolish it. 

He writes: 


Tused the denomination connoisseur there 
with resentment forethought. Itis precise- 
ly because of guys like my splendid crony 
and colleague "R’ that you cant find lousy 
green reefer for love nor money nowadays. 

This whole connoisseur business... is 
an unhappy development in modern dope 
trends. It grows out of an ill-conceived no- 


tior 


that THC... is the main and only high- 


making particle of marijuana. If its the 
THC that gets you high, the reasoning 
clearly goes, then reefer with the highest 
THC content has got to be the ultimate reef- 
er...as though pure ethyl alcohol might 
somehow be superior to 12-year-old single- 
grain 86 8-proof Bell's Scotch 


Well, it's hard to know where to start 
with this seamless piece of lameness. But 
let's start with Latimer’s own words in the 
cringing apology he delivered when I con- 
fronted him personally: 

"Gee, 'R:" he said, "Ididn' realize you 
were saying the exact opposite of that, in 
that very issue. Then when I went back 
and actually read your columns, I realized 
how unfair I was" 

Yes, in fact, in that very issue, andinissue 
after issue in the past, "R hasbeen making 
the exact distinction the Bell’s-besotted 
scribe complained was absent. 

The essence of connoisseurship is obvi- 
ously not judging strength alone. A wine 
connoisseur doesn't sip and savor the sub- 
tle personalities of each individual 
tage and bottling just to pronounce the 
proof or declare how drunk he is. A food 
connoisseur does not measure mere calo- 
ries. A rock critic doesnt judge a song by 
its noise level, but by its melodies, its har- 
monies, its rhythms. 

That's what your cannabis connoisseur 
has always sought to define in any grass 
he tastes: its subtle inner music, not its 
THC noise. I try to introduce readers to 

thesouland personality of 
apot, not merely measure 
its raw strength. That's 
why the Connoisseur’s 
sensitive and authorita- 
tive analyses have won 
him sucha wide following 
among readers. In fact, in 
one recent survey of HicH 
Times readers, the “Con- 
noisseur” column was 
named “favorite feature” 
in the magazine by four 
times as many readers 
than therunner-up, while 
only a pitiful 10 percent 
could even recall Lati- 
mer’s name (which may 
be the hidden cause for 
his ignorant and slander- 
ous attack, an attempt to 
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hitch his dim and waning star to "R's folk- 
hero status}. 

Unfortunately, his attitude toward "R! is 
all too typical of the editorial staff of the 
magazine who, unlike the readers out 
there, dontt appreciate "R’’s unique contri- 
butions to the quality of cannabis culture. 
‘Think of it: There are scores of food and 
wine connoisseurs across this land, hun- 
dreds of rock critics, thousands of movie 
critics, but just one single cannabis con- 
noisseur to serve the 40 million marijuana 
consumers out there, One single individual 
who has devoted years to perfecting the 
arts of sensitivity and discrimination, 
honed his taste to a magnificent state of 
alertness and selectivity. 

Its a difficult exercise in the differential 
phenomenology of consciousness that's 
taken years of disciplined practice to per- 
fect. Your Connoisseur served a long ap- 
prenticeship under the Great Dope Taster 
in the Sky, this magazine's founder, Tom 
Forcade, who passed on his years of accu- 
mulated cannabis canniness and sativa 
savvy to yours truly before he felt I was 
ready to pass judgments on my own. The 
poor guy is probably spinning in his grave 
over Latimer's outrageous insults to the in- 
stitution of connoisseurship he founded. 

Now let's get to the question of sinsemilla 
and dirtweed. One of the most pathetic 
slanders in "Joint Counterjoint” is that con- 
noisseur consciousness is somehow re- 
sponsible for the disappearance of good 
cheap dirtweed in American markets, that 
"R! has exalted sinsemilla over working- 
class grass. 

In fact, "R’_has always maintained that 
to be a connoisseur is never to be a snob. It 
means being able to appreciate the virtues 
present in all varieties of the magic plant 
from the humblest window-box weed to the 
creamiest Puna butter. Indeed, in my fourth 
column, two yearsago, I wrote anattack on 
the cult of sinsemilla, a column entitled 
“Talking Sense About Sinsemilla’ which 
called much California seedless a cosmetic 
hype that was “overpriced and overrated’ 
Infact, [havea sneaky feeling that much of 
Latimer’s “Joint Counterjoint’ is little more 
than an unconscious plagiarism of “R!'s 
own arguments, dim memories of my past 
column floating around in the hung-over 
haze of Latimer's Bell’s-bottomed brain, 

That "Talking Sense” column made the 
point that sinsemilla should be judged by 
how interesting and exotic the high is and 
not by its pretty colors and flowery smell. 
This led to attacks on “R” from angry grow- 
ers. But "R’’sallegiance has always been to 
the humble ounce-buying consumer faced 
with the bewildering claims and myths of 
the marijuana marketplace, 

“R® has written column after column la- 
menting the loss of good cheap Mexican 
from the market, condemning overpriced 
bogus Colombian "fool's gold” It's always 
been my belief that the consumer benefits 
from a variety of price and personality in 
the pot market, and my constant critiques 

continued on page 105 
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CELEBS NIX COKE PROBE 


SOLON HOPEFULS FLOP IN TINSELTOWN 


Zeferettis Follies of 198k 


Leo Zeferetti flanked by 
TV personality Cathy Lee 
Crosby and” actor Ed 
Asner. 


BY MARK ROWLAND 


HE US. House oF REPRESENTA- 
tives Select Committee on Nar- 
cotics Abuseand Controldidnot 
get its act together before tak- 
ing it on the road. The commit- 
tees Los Angeles debut, ballyhooed as an 
event that could “blow the lid off” the Hol- 
lywood drug scene, in effect produced 
only one thing you could call a bust—the 
hearing itself. The select committee's un- 
inspired dialogue and tawdry sensation- 


alism bore a disquieting resemblance to 
oneof Fred Silverman's atepdsah sitcoms. 

Not that the select committee is en- 
dowed with much charisma; with few ex- 
ceptions its members are either untested 
rookies and/or inoffensive plodders like 
Rep. Leo Zeferetti (D:NY.). Zeferetti’s 
Brooklyn district is the most conserva- 
tive in the borough; yet despite an unob- 
jectionable voting record and stalwart 

bor support, continued on page 26 
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HTIGHWITNESS NEWS 


COLOMBIAN UPDATE: 


REGIONAL LEGISLATURE 
BACKS LEGAL POT 


BY ANTONIO HUNEEUS 
a 
BOGOTA, COLOMBIA 


HE POLITICAL CAMPAIGN 
to legalize pot retains its 
momentum here. Congres- 
sional lobbying, coordi 
by the National Association 
of Financial Institutions 
(ANIF), recently gained im- 
portant support when the 
state assembly of the marim- 
ba-producing Department of 
Meta declared its full support 
of themarijuanapackagetobe 
voted on late this summer by 
the national congress. An offi- 


cialresolutionissued by theas- 
sembly requested that. the 
congress legalize the “pro- 
duction of marijuana as the 
only way to stop the wave of 
corruption fecting the 
country.” The Meta assem- 
blymen further recommend- 
ed that marimba revenues be 
“channeled toward various 
‘economic programs that the 
government has not been 
able to carry out for lack of 
money.” 

Meta lies in the vast eastern 
plains known as the anos on- 
entales, an area that has devel- 
oped its own fume agriculture 


since the federal government 
first launched its U.S:spon- 
sored war against traffickers 
on the northern Guajira pen- 
insula, Meta's flatlands are 
ideal for clandestine airfields 
and outoftheway marimba 
fields. The resolution includ- 
ed estimates that the prov- 
ince has 7,500 acres under pot 
cultivation, producing an av- 
erage of 1,500 tons and a local 
revenue of $45 million annu- 
ally. Meta is the second de- 

ment to vote support of 
legalization; Atlantic was the 


first. 
‘Though the debate over le 


izationis spirited, with the 
likes of President of the Con- 
gress José Ignacio Diaz Gra- 
nados supporting the ANIF 
proposal, the vote this eum 
mer is likely to serve only asa 
reliminary skirmish in the 
ttle. No one expects such a 
measure to pass while the ad- 
ministration of Pres. Julio 
Turbay is still in office, but 
this roll call should provide a 
sound basis for the prolegali- 
zation faction to assess its 
strength and plotits strategy 
for the ultimate showdown 
after Turbay leaves office 
next year 


VERSATILE SMUGGLING RING POPPED 
DURING COLOMBIAN CARNIVAL FEST 


BARRANQUILLA, COLOMBIA 


HILE MOSTOF THE POPU- 

lace here was busy pour- 
ing booze and dancing to the 
beat of tropical drums, a team 
of zealous officials from the 


press account 
uals were arrested at a safe- 
house containing equipment 
and supplies for making boot- 
leg booze along with contra- 
band American cigarettes 
and all sorts of electronic gad- 
gets: stereos, TVs, calcula- 
tors, et cetera. 

‘The piece de résistance of 
the bust, however, was 300 ki- 
los of raw methaqualone for 

i jaalude 
\drax’ 


les, 
on 
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‘LUDES, BOOZE, CUTS 
AND GADGETS SEIZED 


Colombianos celebran Ia fiesta sin saber que la mano de la ley los 


tiene por las pelotas. 


‘commented with alarm, 
“The consumption of this 


dangerous hallucinogen [sic] 
hhas increased significantly in 


the country, particularly 
among youngsters.') Author- 
ities confiscated 200 
kilos of xylocaine obviously 
intended for the dilution of co- 
caine, which should put to 
rest the notion that all blow 
coming into the United 
‘States from South Americais 
pure as the driven snow. 

‘The Barranquilla raid is 
symptomatic of renewed ef- 
forts by Colombian authori- 
ties to clamp down on all 
types of smuggling. Accord- 
ing to other information re- 
leased by customs offices in 
Bogoté, Medellin and Cali, 
there have also been confisca- 
tions of amphetamines and il- 
legal coffee shipments, The 
only i 


Matitas area of La Guajira 
when an army sergeant and 
two civilians were intercept- 
ed transporting 320 bales of 
fume (not much by Colombi- 
an standards) in two trucks to 
a clandestine airfield on the 
peninsula, 


HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


COMPUTER-ARM BANKRUPTCY 
THREATENS LAROUCHE CULT 


BROOKLYN 


Ce ‘TEcHNOLO- 
‘gies Corporation, a com- 
ee Sorte Hera inetnately, 

ed to the political front 
groups of, dangerous right 
wing crackpot Lyndon La- 
Rouche hasfileda bankruptcy 
petition in federal district 
court. Just what effect Com- 
putron’s financial difficulties 
will have on the National 
Anti-Drug Coalition, one of 
LaRouche's most active shills 
these days, is still uncertain; 
but the bankruptcy suit has 
exposed a deep split in the hi- 
erarchy of the previously 
tight-knit claque. 

Beginning in the mid 1970s, 
when the computer outfit was 
first or as a source of 
revenue for LaRouche’ Na- 
tional Caucus of Labor Com- 
mittees (NCLO), and until 
last year, Computron was a 
valuable asset. It employed 
LaRouche loyalists and its 
profits helped nourish the 
gamut of the cult’s enter- 

rises: NCLC, the US, Labor 

-y (USLP), the Fusion En- 
ergy Foundation (the people 
who peddle pronuke propa- 

anda in airports), the Anti- 
brug. Coalition, ‘the New 
Democratic Policy Commit- 
tee, et cetera. But recently, 
Computron has been losing 
money, and LaRouche has 
been at odds with two of his 
formerly most trusted lieu- 
tenants, Konstandinos Kal- 
imtgis and Andy Typaldos 
—both ranking officers of 
Computron and = mucka- 
mucks in NCLC. 

Kalimtgis, whose name ap- 
peared on themastheadof the 
AntiDrug Coalition's maga- 
zine, War on Drugs, until early 
this year, was suspended from 
executive duties in the USLP 
late in 1980 after LaRouche 
accused him of diverting hun- 
dreds of thousands of NCLC 
dollars into the computer 
company’s coffers. Kalimtgis 

and ‘Typaldos replied that, if 
anything, money had been 
flowing the other way. The 
question of who owes what to 
whom presumably will have 
to be untangled by the bank- 
ruptcy court. Meanwhile, ac- 
cording to the petition filed in 


NEW YORK 


Lyndon LaRouche: Kissing his assets good-bye? 


the case, the company’s bal- 
ance sheet shows liabilities of 
$2,955,000 and assets of only 
$2,139,000. 

Dennis King, a New York 
reporter who has tirelessly in- 
vestigated NCLC for thepast 
three and a half years (and 
who supplied much of the in- 
formation for this story), says 
Computron's problems are 
not likely to threaten the fi- 
nancial stability of | La- 
Rouche’s power base since 


other NCLC-run businesses 
and activities are still bring- 
ing in between $10 and $15 

illion a year Even the loss of 
Kalimtgisand Typaldos from 
the loyal center of the cult 
may be inconsequential, be- 
cause their departure could 
simply consolidate the 
strength of LaRouche’ most 
orthodox devotees. 

Other troublemay be brew- 
ing for NCLC, however. Citi- 
zens for LaRouche, which re- 


ceived $500,000 in federal 
matching funds for the cult 
leader's 1980 presidential cam- 
Baign, has been told by the 

feral Elections Committee 
(FEO) toreturn $110,618.53 of 
that money; and they have 
been ordered to produce doc- 
umentation on _ another 
$170,000, which might also 
have to be returned. 

In addition, three com- 
plaints against Citizens for 
LaRouche have been referred 
from the auditing depart- 
ment of the FEC to the gener- 
al counsel. The contents of 
those complaints will not be 
made public until a decision 
on their merits is reached, 
but, if violations of law can be 
proven, the campaign could 

subject to fines or even 
criminal prosecution. 

However Computron’s for- 
tunes are resolved—whether 
it limps on in any form or not 
—it seems likely that both the 
bankruptcy court and the 
FEC will have to take a close 
look at the odd financial inter- 
play between the software 
firm and the multiple incarna- 
tionsof LaRouche’ ideological 
freak show. More information 
on the inner workings of the 
cult should emerge in the 
coming months. 


BYE-BYE, 


PETER B. 


eTeR BENSINGER, HEAD 
of the Drug Enforcement 
Administration since late 
1975, has finally been given 
the boot and will leave office 
on July 10, For the first few 
months of 1981, Bensinger had 
waged a frantic lobbying cam- 
to retain the funding 
ind status of the nare agency 
inthe face of sweeping. 
budget cuts. It a] at 
first that the administrator 


Peter Bensinger 

had been successful in his fe 
verish finagling, but on June 
11, White House “sources” 
leaked news of his ouster toa 
Los Angeles Times Sa 
while Bensinger was off on a 


fourday trip. 
His political and lobbyinj 

skills, which had secured 
DEAS (and his own) position 
through two administrations, 
in the end apparently back- 
fired. A grandstand series of 
busts, known as “Operation 
Grouper” [see July "Highwit- 
ness News”], had been an- 

nounced at a massive 
conference in themidst of Ben- 
singersappealsforrestoration 
of agency fundsin March. The 
“sources” cited Grouper and 

other campaigning bi 
singer as evidence of 
being “a team player.” 
‘As wego topress, notempo- 
rary successor to ‘Bensinger 
has been named, anditis wide- 
ly speculated in Washington 
that DEA may be consolidat- 
ed into the FBI, Watch these 
in su months 


further developments. 


is not 
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HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


CANADIAN DRUG “STALAG” 
FINALLY CLOSED DOWN 


HE NOTORIOUS “DOPE STA- 

lag” on Brannan Lake 
north of Vancouver, British 
Columbia, has finally been 
put out of commission. In 
1979, the B.C. provincial legis- 
lature passed a law providing 
for “compulsory detoxifica- 
tion’ of anyone deemed to be 
suffering from “narcotics ad- 
diction” The Brannan Lake 
facility was accordingly 
opened, and functioned for 
two years, before pressure 
from’ civilliberties groups, 
drug-treatment authorities 
and the Brannan staff itself 
prompted its closure. 

Under the compulsory-de- 
tox law, theoretically, any law- 
enforcement officer in B.C. can 
take into custody any person 
the officer su: ts of being a 
“narcotics addict.” Suspected 
addicts may be kept in police 
custody untilapanelofphy'i- 
cians determines whether or 
not the person is, in fact, 
physically or psychologically 
dependent on a drug. At no 
point in the process does a de- 
tainee necessarily have ac- 
cess to legal counsel. Before 
the Brannan Lake stalag was 
closed, people diagnosed as 
“addicts” were compelled to 
stay there until it was deter- 
mined that the detainee was 
“non-addicted” and showed 
convincing prospects of re- 
maining s0 after release. 

Civilliberties groups 
mounted a stiff opposition to 
the law as soon as it went into 
effect. Many police officers, 
they pointed out, stubbornly 
persist in believing that 
drugs like marijuana and co- 
caine are addictive; this law 
therefore empowers them to 
take into custody, on sight, 
anyone whom they suspect of 
being ‘simply stoned. (Pur 
thermore, thelaw doesnot ap- 
ply to caffeine, tobacco or al- 
cohol; since these drugs are 
addictive, the Vancouver 
statute clearly violated the 
principle of equal protection 
under the law. 

Prominent experts in the 
treatment of drug-abuse prob- 
lems, such as federal health 
ministry chairman Dr John 
Bonham, also expressed op- 
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position to the law, arguin; 
that Brannan Island coul 
never really serve as any- 
thing more than a holding 
Ben, where addicts would be 
ept for totally arbitrary 


‘stretches of time. 
Late last year, a provincial 
court in BC ruled that the 


compulsory-detox law was 


Adding insult to injury, two Cleveland correction officers are l 
their own arrest. documents as they are led to a booking area by a detective. The two were arrest 
ed—accused of dealing drugs to inmates—along with 13 other Cuyahoga County jailers on charges of 
drug trafficking and bribery. 


unconstitutional. Provincial 
prosecutors, however, ap- 
pealed the statute toadistrict 
court, where its constitution- 
ality was upheld. The Bran- 
nan Island dope stalag was 
not closed because the law 
failed, but because the facility 
itself ‘was patently unwork- 
able, even in the opinion of its 


left with nothis 


own staff. 

So the facility has been 
moved toa site in the Greater 
Vancouver area and placed 
under the supervision of Dr 
Bonham. The compulsory-de- 
tox law, however, is stillon the 
books, and the B.C. police can 
still pick up and jail anyone 
they consider tobéan “addict.” 


to cover their faces save 


MOVING WEIGHT IN THE JOINT 


(CH eeS OFFICIALS 
claim Larry Isaac, 26, 
smuggled 1,000 hits of acid 
into Louisiana's Jefferson 
Parish Prison after he was ar- 
rested on LSD charges in Feb- 
ruary. Hisfriskers apparently 
failed in their strip-search to 
cover all of Isaac's anatomy; 
he had hidden the stuff, they 
say, between his rolls of body 
fat. Before the stash was dis- 
covered seven inmates were 
found to have imbibed the 


drug, either voluntarily or 
through having been “dosed” 
by other prisoners. 

Isaac has clearly made re- 
sourceful use of his flab, but 
now, facinganalmost certainly 
lengthened sentence, he may 
be wise to follow the exampl 
of Steve Freed, a New Yorker 
who was recently released 
from Allenwood Federal Pris- 
on Camp in Alabama. When 
Freed began serving timeona 
potsmuggling conviction 


three years ago, he weighedin 
at 280 pounds—a lot for his 
fivefooteightinch frame. 
But he soon began running in 
the prison yard to get into 
shape. At the time of his re- 
lease to a Brooklyn halfway 


house, he was logging 110 mo- 
notonous milesa week, he had 
trimmed his waist from 48 to 


30 inches, and his weight was 
down to 152. He was also 

to enter the New 
‘ork Marathon. 


HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


FRENCH 
CUSTOMS 


BLOWS 


2,000-BALE 


POT BU 


RITISH BEACHCOMBERS 
from Land's Endto Ports- 
mouth were solemnly cau- 
tioned by Her Majesty's cus- 
toms officers not to touch any 
of the soggy bales of vege- 
table matter floating ashore 
early this spring, lest they get 
“their fingers badly burned.” 
The flotsam had been 
dumped into the English 
Channel by the crew of the 
oceangoing tugboat Sea Rov- 
er as she fled under fire from 
French customslaunches. The 
frogs had impetuously opened 
fire on the Dutch tug as it 
nosed around Brittany, mak- 
ing for Calais, An assortment 
of British, French and Dutch 
nares had been painstakingly 
shadowing the Sea Rover 
sincethegrass was first loaded 
on the Mediterranean coast of 
Morocco, but the French cus- 
toms swabs jumped the gun 


ST 


tried to make the waterborne 
collar themselves. 

When Sea Rover skip) 
Antonious Olijhoek found his 
vessel under fire, he headed 
for the open channel while the 
eight-man crew began dump- 
ing an estimated 2,000 bales 
into the brine. Due to fog, 
night and general ineptitude, 
the French lost the tugentire- 
ly. Next day, British customs 
waylaid the Sea Rover and 
busted everyone for posses- 
sion of a boat littered with 
stray seedsand stems; and, in 
Calais, French narcs busted 
four men allegedly anticipat- 
ing the shipment. 

‘The floaters, carried along 
thechannelcurrent, continued 
to break on the Cornish coast 
for over a week afterward. Her 
Majesty's officials were un- 
able to estimate how many 
bales were ever tuned over to 
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it’s H, Ross Perot! Remember the face. Shown here, power hit- 
ter im hand, denouncing the drug menace, the right-wing billionaire is 


the bankroller of Texans War on Drugs, a campaign that recently 
ramrodded an incredibly oppressive drug-law package through the 
‘Texas logislature—including a wiretapping statute reserved exclu: 
sively for suspected drug dealers. It's hard times ahead for Lone Star 
heads, unless the courts notice that most of this hysterical legisla- 


on the narc task force and 


the “proper authorities.” 


tion is unconstitutional. 


MAGIC MUSHROOM JUICE BEATS OUT MORPHINE 


MANITA MUSCARIA, THE BIG, RED, 
white-dappled magic mushroom that, 
primitive medicine men have been using 
since the Stone Age to promote ceremoni- 
al trance states, contains a substance that 
is just as good as morphine at killing pain, 
According to the Danish School of Phar- 
macy in Amsterdam, Amanita’ main 
psychotropic ingredient, muscimol, can 
molecularly rearranged into an anal- 
gesic as potent as morphine, but without 
morphine’s addictive property. 

Inits natural state, muscimol is highly 
toad, with a variety of physical side ef 
fects that range from merely uncomfort- 
able to downright lethal, depending on 
the dose, But by restructuring the musci- 
mol molecule slightly, reports Dr Poul 
Krogsgaard-Larsen, the side effects can 
be eliminated. Administered in doses of 


AMANITA MUSCARIA 


10 to 15 milligrams, the muscimol variant 
(technically, “tetrahydroisooxazolo{5,4-c] 
pyridine 3-0l, or THIP), is just as potent 
as morphine at killing pain, 

Most fascinating of all, THIP appears to 
kill pain in a completely different fashion 
from morphine. Morphine analgesia can al- 
ways beabolished by naloxone, adrug that 
literally pries the morphine molecules out 
of pain-transmitting cells, allowing them 
to fire pain impulses. When volunteers on 
THIP were subjected to pain and given 
naloxone however, the naloxone failed to 
reverse the painkiling action of THIP 
Therefore, the Amanitederived drug 
works in some way utterly different from 
morphine, perhaps by activating or sup- 
pressing natural pain-mediating systems 
in the human body that are totally un- 
known, as yet, to scientists. 
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PAPA PHILLIPS PULLS 30 DAYS, 
WHILE ABBIE GETS THREE YEARS 


Or EXACTS ae AME 
‘spring day, Abbie Hoff- 
man, alongtime activist for so- 
cial causes, and John Phillips, 
former leader of the 1960s rock 
group the Mamas and Papas, 
were sentenced in New York 
for separate drug offenses. 
Hoffman, convicted of selling 
three pounds of cocaine to a 
narcotics agent, was handed 
a solid three-year term, of 
which he will likely have to 
serve one before becoming eli- 
gible for parole, Philips, who 
admitt involvement in a 
“drug ring” which sold not 
only cocaine but “tens of 
thousands” of addictive and 
life-threatening pills, was or- 
dered to servea mere 30 days. 
His official sentence was 
eight years, but all save a 
month of that was suspended 
on the condition he serve five 
years’ probation and devote 
250 hours of thenext yeartoa 
campaign against youthful 
drug abuse. 

e contrast between the 
two penalties shouldn't sur- 
prise anyone who watched 
the behavior of the two celeb- 
rities in the months before 
sentencing: 

Papa John, once busted, 
flipped like a pancake. Hav: 


JORGY 


John Philli 
“John Davidson 


ing been a large-scale dealer 
and devoted multidrug, abus- 
er for at least five years, he 
suddenly became the most 
public and righteous anti- 
druggie in the United States. 
With his daughter twice- 
busted Mackenzie Phillips, 


SO, AFTER A SIX-WEEK, 
I5*STATE,, 3I-VICTIM MASS. 
KILLING SPREE, YoU WERE 


CAUGHT, CONVICTED, ANI 


GO-.HOW'D YA 
DO IT, FELLA? 


24 aucusT’8 


ID LET 


and daughter Mackenzie laughing it up on the 
show,” while Abbie goes off to prison. 


who had been one of the stars 
of American Graffiti and TV's 
“One Day at a Time’ John 
made the rounds of the TV 
talk shows, Between the two 
of them they blamed drugs 
for virtually everything bad 
they had ever done. It wasn’t 


MY APPEARANCE ON 
wy THE DONAHUE SHOW 
id CLINCHED IT FOR THE 
TLDGE.1 WAS BORN 


AGAIN ON NATIONAL 
weer 


i y 


them—get it?-it was the 
drugs. 


gs 

So who could blame John 
Phillips? He wasnt responsi- 
ble; he had been infest 
an evil substance. The alibi 
might sound a little shabby, 
but there he was, drug-free, 
talking to Dick Cavett like a 
real person, and telling thecon- 
servativebluenosesinTV land 
exactly what they wanted to 
hear: that drugs were put into 
the world by the devil and are 
irresistible after the first 
taste, Papa John, in a way 
had been born again. He was 
a good boy now. And all this 
had miraculously happened 
to him after he was popped, 
but before he was sentenced. 

He was such a good boy, in 
fact, that he was willing to tell 
all there was to tell about 0 
couple of other people in thi 

ring, both of whom 
would now, no doubt, be fac- 
ing more time than Phillips if 
they hadn't headed out for 
unknown, 

Meanwhile, Abbie did his 
own share of begging. He 

jinted out the good works 

had donebeforeandsincehe 
went underground after his 
bust back in '74; and he orga- 
nized a letterwriting cam- 
ign among his celebrity 
iends pleading for leniency. 
At the sentencing, he told the 
court he now felt the cocaine 
sale was “an insane act,” but 
everybody knows that deal- 
ing three pounds of coke to a 
narcisjust that. Heeven peti- 
tioned’ Gov. Hugh Carey to 
pardon him after the sentence 
came down. But. he never 
dimed on anybody, and he 
didn't travel the country 
blaming everything hed done 
on some inanimate chemical. 
So, despite the solid legal 
muscle of Gerald Lefcourt, 
the former Yippie leader and 
hero of the antiwar era ate 

years, 

Incidentally, before Phil- 
lips was sentenced, his ex 
wife, Michelle, is said to have 
told probation officers that 
John was “the devil incarnate” 
—that he was still using 
drugs. Phillips's lawyer vehe- 
mently denied the charges at 
the sentencing. 
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Win the National Beer 
Drinkers Association 1st 
Annual Summer Contest 


‘1st PRIZE A case of beer a 
week for a year 
2nd PRIZE A case of beer a 
month for a year 
3rd PRIZE A case of beer 
You must be a member to enter. 
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MARIJUANA GROWER’S GUIDE 


Marjan Growers Guide by Mel Frank and Ed Rosenthal isthe most 
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00 ped Inverness, CA 94937 

‘Tool Set. Loop and lance. Psilocybe Mushrooms and 


$2.75 ppd 
Petri Dishes. Sterile plastic 
disposable. 20/sleeve. 

$4.50 ppd 


rooms. 


Their Allies by Paul Stamets 
The most up-to-date field 
guide to Psilocybe mush- 
$10.50 ppd 


A complete source for mushroom 
‘supplies, dedicated to the education 
ofall incerested in wild mushroom 
Funting and cultivation. Write us 


PHOTO ID 


5 


‘CARDINAL PUBLISHING, BOX 5200-379 
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SEALED IN PLASTIC 
ALL STATES/PROVINCES 


24-Hr. Service ¢ Guaranteed 
FREE BIRTH CERTIFICATE 


SEND $5.00, NAME, ADDRESS, SEX, 


HEIGHT, WEIGHT, COLOR HAIR, EYES, 
BIRTHDATE & SMALL PHOTO. 


PHOTO 


IN FULL COLOR 


JACKSONVILLE, FLL 


CELEBS NIX PROBE 


continued from page 19 


Democrat 
chairman; 90 Zeferetti, 
controversial, was elevated 
to Wolff's post 
‘Asa scene-stealer, though, the Zef is no 
match for Robert Dornan (R:Cal)), a for- 
mer TV talk-show host and a certified 
right-wing zealot long before the breed be- 
came regnant. Dornan's twin obsessions 
are the milit (he led the House fight to 
save the mber) and various ‘life- 
style” issues, which of course includes 
A juicy Hollywood coke exposé 
would suit Dornan’s political needs as 
comfortably as it fits his abrasive person- 
al style His polyglot district hae grown 
increasingly polarized, encompassing 
Ronald Reagan's Pacific Palisades abode 
‘on one side of Santa Monica and ‘Tom 
Hayden and Jane Fonda's Council for 
Economic Democracy on the other. In the 
two elections, Dornan squeaked by 


ory’s son) after bitter camy lew 
Hollywood lent a hefty Petites ef- 
fort while the old guard stood by Dornan, 

himself a nephew of actor Jack Haley. 

‘The impetus for this muc 

scheme came not from Dornan but from 
actress Cathy Lee (“That's Incredible”) 
lee Year invited the select 


I Gren iv doesnt ha 


ae If there's druj 

and drug abuse in 
a to Hollywood.” The hearings assumed 
ominous overtones thanks to a sweeping 
(albeit unsubstantiated) report on the film 
industry's love affair with cocaine in TV 


Guide, followed by a series of increasingly 
inflammatory committee releai 


try began to scent a “naming names’ 
style witch-hunt. 


SA RESULT, THE EMBARRASSED COM- 


not to testify. Addi inl tory abe 
called up 
Sees tad ceed thre mee ves 


either The committee's aims came under 


fire from industry heavies like Screen Ac- 
tors Guild leader Edward Asner (a promi- 
nent. political supporter of Carey Peck) 
and Hpac Grant Tinker. 

After some frantic scrambling, the con- 
gressmen were able to cajole two celebri- 
ties to their hearing: “Vegas” star Greg 
Morzis (formerly of “Mission Impossible") 
and executive Alan Horn of Tandem Pro- 
ductions, the company that turns out 
Norman Lear comedies. 

Both legislators and witnesses took 
great care to smooth each other's feathers. 
Morris and Horn pooh-poohed the coke al- 
legations; Zeferetti assured them that the 
committee merely wished to “share” Hol- 
lywood’s drug burden. Lear was praised 
for his socially relevant programming. 
And of course all participants took turns 
playing “blame the media” that shell 
game at which actors and politicians ex- 
cel. The local TV crews lapped it up; after 
all, “that’s entertainment!” 

But in fact, two days of scheduled testi- 
mony provided few insights into the byz- 
antine dilemma of drug abuse, and far too 
many into the self-serving personalities 
lined up at center stage. California attor- 
ney general George Deukmejian, for ex- 
ample, who is running for governor in 
1982, proposed the resumption of para- 
quat’ spraying and suggested that the 
state simply “seize the land” of sinsemilla 
farmers. Representatives from the Drug 
Enforcement Administration (DEA) and 
the US. Customs predictably pleaded for 
more agents and more equipment. 

As.usual, Dornan took the most brazen 
tack, citing coke and grass as “killer” 
drugs, calling Los Angeles the “rape, mar- 
ijuana and cocaine capital” of the country, 
and even taking a swipeat Hon Timesas 
“a magazine which pushes drugs in every 
sense of the word.’ (How many senses are 
there?) 

But perhaps the most dispiriting revela 
tion was the apparent inability or unwill: 
ingness, in 1981, of elected government offi- 
cials to draw any distinctions whatever 
among the drugs they so heartily con- 
demned. This was a neat trick insofar asit 
ignored priorities suggested by Mayor 

m Bradley—who noted a 500 percent 
increase in PCP busts citywide since 1977 
—and even by the DEA’s George Halpin, 
who emphasized Los Angeless special 
niche as “the supply center for diverted 
(prescription) drugs to other parts of the 
United States” 

But PCP and barbiturates arent sexy 
“lifestyle” drugs like coke and grass. 
They're not “Hollywood” And so, every 
attempt at a rational perspective was 
smothered in platitudes. 

“Drug distinctions should be made’ 
agreed Zeferetti aide Leshin. “But in the 
current political climate, I don't think the 
committee is ready to do that.” Instead, 
H.R. 2420, legislation proposed by select- 
committee members Clay Shaw (R-Fla.) 
and Billy Lee Evans (D-Ga.) to repeal the 
Percy amendment banning paraquat use, 
stands a good chance of passing Congress 
this year Meanwhile, the select commit- 
tee's road show continues, as the con- 
gressmen set their sights on the drug 


quagmire of professional sports. Take 
feed, Ferguson Jenicns. 


/AMERICA’S LEADING SUPPLIER OF INDUSTRIAL 


QomeEsiyn 


INDOOR /OUTDOOR GROWING EQUIPMENT 
Vi Coeepdenits NS (OUR Sth YEAR 
OUTDOOR SUPPLIES INDOOR SUPPLIES 
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2612 Gaon Poy Gowig Bags 
The newestsematen cota 


Awatertight, hermetically sealed 
threaded container to hold what- 
ever is dear-near to you. 1,000,000 
prisms forming 3-D rainbow pat- 
terns. Comfortable in palm or 
pocket; keep it together—gently. 
(Plastic) $9.00 check or money 
order to: 
RAINBOWS UN-LTD. 
Rt. #19 Box 366 
Tucson, Arizona 85704 
Gold & Silver, 
Dealer inquiries invited 
©1977 RAINBOWS UN-LTO 


EXOTIC UNTREATED GARDENING SEEDS! 


BABY WOODROSE SEEDS MORNINGLORY SEEDS 
(ARGYREIA NERVOSA) Heavenly Blues" (Ipomoea Violacea) 
""§a00—«$1600"—~—«$28.00 $42.00 $3.00 si200 $200 $100 
HOPS SEED (Humulus Lupulus) .8 Gram (200 Seeds) $1.50 
WILD LETTUCE SEEDS (Lactuca Scariola & Virosa Mix) 8 Gram (1200 Seeds) $1.50 


CLUB ORGANIC RICE PAPERS 
CLUB GLUELESS (SINGLE-WIDE) BOX OF 60 PACKS $20.95, ’ BOX $11.95 
CLUB CABARET (DOUBLE-WIDE) BOX OF 25 PACKS $11.95 
3'2x4 in, CLUB DECALS $1.00 
NEW CATALAGUE AND BULK HERB LIST - 25¢ 
ALL PRICES INCLUDE POSTAGE AND HANDLING! 
M.O. OR CASH GETS 1 DAY PROCESSING 
HISTORICAL AND GARDENING INFORMATION INCLUDED! 
FREE PACKET OF WILD LETTUCE SEEDS WITH $10 PURCHASE! 
‘TEXAS RESIDENTS PLEASE ADD 6% SALES TAX 
CASH. CHECK OR M.O.-C.0.0,, SWAMP FOX HERBS, P.O. BOX 66139, HOUSTON, TEXAS 77006 


SUN-LIGHTER 
Use the sun to light your 


cigarettes or joints. 
A revolutionary idea for your 
ignition system. 
Save your lungs. No carbon, pollution-free. 
Ideal for free base systems. 
Just hang it around your neck. You'll love it! 
Immediate delivery. rae pena 
Send check or money order for $4 to: 
{includes postage and handling) 
Sun Lighter 
P.O. Box 104 
Aspen, Colorado 81612. 


The High Times Classified is a monthly 
feature. ALL ADS ARE ACCEPTED AT 
THE DISCRETION OF THE PUBLISHER. 
(Write or call for copy of Advertising Ac- 
ceptability Policy) Rates: Onetime ad 
$4.00\word. DISCOUNT FOR FULLY PAID 
| CONTRACTS: Three consecutive ads 
$375!word; six consecutive ads $3.50) 
| word; twelve consecutive ads $3.25'word. 
Minimum ad is ten words. POB #'s, Tel. #'s 
count as two words each. Classified Dis- 
play is available at $125.00 per column 
inch (column inch is 1 5/8 inch). All ads 
| must be typewritten. CHECK OR MONEY 
| ORDER FOR THE CORRECT AMOUNT 
MUST ACCOMPANY COPY. Ads will ap- 
pear 60-90 days after receipt. Mail ads to 
| High Times Classified, 17 West 60th 
Street, New York, NY 10023. 
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60th Street, New York, NY 10023. 


wordsat 
totalcost 


(check or 


O Remittance Enclosed 


Signature 
Name 
Address 
City 
Phone( ) 
Please include a sample of your product or 


Catalog with your ad, and you street address 
{tnd phone number. 


State 


— 


Mail to: High Times Classified, 17 West 
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| generation of mycological en 


HIGHWITNESS NEWS 


MUSHROOM KINGS, 
QUEENS AND KNAVES 


by Bud Bogart 
“Feed your head,” Alice exhorted the 
world before she bit into the mushroom. 
‘The nation’s dope dealers have taken this 
advice to the marketplace. Mushroom 
ple now nearly outnumber acidheads. 
Foes by the volume of mail and on-site 
rts from our correspondents, the 


TRANS-HIGH 
MARKET ANALYSIS 


g popularity of mushroom highs 


growin; 
may soon make the is Ameri- 
cals number one psychedelic of choice. 
Mushrooms arrived late on the '60s psy- 
scene, Nomadic hippies 
from Central and South America and the 
Caribbean told tales of mushroom adven- 
tures, but there was little ba informa- 
tion on these strange hongos beyond 
word of mouth and a few an logical 
tracts. 
In the summer of 1972 the discovery of 
psilocybin mushrooms ‘a stam- 
Ps of heads to southern ‘ida not un- 
the, ie to Sutter's Dat be ee 
fungus grew in piles of cow 
ae whic ‘added to its mystique among. 
adherents and toitsdebasement among de- 
tractors. Stalking mushrooms became 
such a popular sport that clashes with the 
law and establishment inevitably de- 
veloped. Headhunters were easy for police 
and forewarned farmers to spot, deprived 
as they were in the cowfields of even the 
flimsiest cover. Several ‘shroomers were 
shot and killed by cops or landowners. 
y a mushroom lover can merely 


| buy a kit by mail order, water it, stash it in 


the closet and stand back. A whole new 

reneurs 

is marketing not just mushroom kits, but 

lights, humidity and temperature con- 

trols, vacuum-sealed germinating cham- 

bere, infrared-ray syeteme for “weeding” 

teria and rival fungi, and 

Gas Pein ‘atmosphere and 
pressure conditions—all legal, so fax 

Not all of these hi chotro- 


hothouse version of the Florida dung fun- 
Gene and Amanita muscaria. 


to consumers: According to 
the newsletter of PharmChern, the Califor- 


nia drug-analysis firm, “my are 
notin. it as to wh ‘this mush- 
room (Amanita muscaria)is deadly or not, 


largely because toxicity varies so drasti 
i ae limate to cli- 
mate, specimen to specimen. Mycotoxins 
within each mushroom are not homoge- 
distributed, making one bite po- 
italy more potent than the next, and 
certainly different human systems will re- 
act according to individual eal chemist 
‘Thus there is no standard or ni 
safe dosage’ So with that in mind... 

Amanitas are glisteny, mottled and bul- 
bous. The heads arered and speckled with 
white spots. Known in some circles as “elec- 
tric popcorn” they are the rarer of the two 
heaviesin themushroom market. The roots 
are sometimes sold separately. The blue 
meanies are thinner, turn white and gray 
shortly after being picked, and look more 
like the kind you're used to seeing in the 
woods. 

‘There is an odd anomaly in the pricin, 
of the two. While amanita is less avail 
able, it’s cheaper. A whole pound of “pop- 
corn” can be bought for less than $300; 
ounces sell for around $26, and a five. 
gram bag can be picked up for a nickel. 

1e more available psilocybin costs three 
to six times that much: around $120 an 
ounce when dried and about half that 
when it is still fresh and carries the weight 
of moisture. A five-gram hit of “silly” runs 
about $15. 

Mushrooms have become quite fash- 
ionable in some quarters, particularly the 
gay community where they have entered 
the homophile pharmacopoeia next to bu- 
tyl nitrite. In ‘Frisco, dime bags of “pop: 

corn” slide under the vsbles at the leather 
bare, With wine, mushrooms are said to 
produce a great body high. 

With the demand up, counterfeits are 
biting the market, Bogus Sshrooms have 

up at large gatherings such as 
rockfests and culture symposiums over 
the last few years. In Madison, Wiscon- 
sin, a holdover hippie haven, where people 
often carry their innocence into their 40s 
(making the town favored turf for con 
men), a hundred pounds of Green Giant 
“frozen mushrooms in butter,” dotted 
with liquid LSD, were sold before the ruse 
was discovered. 

Let's hear it from Possum Breath, Ida- 
ho... .and anywhere else you smoke or oc- 
casionall gee in to the aru, of our 
choice. .e clamor for Bas rears 
has been followed by a fisted 
lence. If you have the dexterity to roll a 
joint, you can pen a letter Write THMA, 
clo Hicu Times, 17 West 60th Street, New 
York, NY 10023, and tell us what's hap- 

pening in your neighborhood, what's the 

quality ‘of your dope, how much it costs, 

you stay stoned. Forklift and 

me ‘Association members and 
their families may not participate. 
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ECUADOR 
Commercial fresh asa e110 
‘Colomablan, flower 0-100 
Red and £ 
Ccombian Potthat much Tb 200 
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Colombian pot 
Moroceaa hash 


worlds finest 
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Hicn Towes welcomes anonymous reports, but 
ific about the ares, type, quantity and 


dorsement of any dope. 
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SINSEMILLA 
GROWERS jf 


Dont Waste Growing Space 


‘GROW ONLY 
FEMALE PLANTS 
[The Diesel Method. 


Method, 
Kit Contains Evervtning| 
‘of Ton Plante 


100% EFFECTIVE 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 
YOUR MONEY BACK 
WORKS ON ALL PLANTS RUSH ME 


+ Just Starting of Full-Grown 

Soiiees 2 ease IIT 7.95, 
2KITS $13.95 

+ All Seasons 

ate 4 KITS $19.95 

LS 


i Director 
‘Botanical Research and Study Group 
feese Ventura Ova, Suite 10, #105 
Sherman Oaks, Cali. 91403 
‘OFFER GOOD THROUGH DEC. 31, 1982 


you are in|need of honest 
information conceming the 
use of marijuana, discussing legal 
hassels, glaucoma,chemotherapy, 


A New Videotape is available. 
in Beta or VHS, $99.95 & $2. shipping. 


Send check or money order to: 
Broadcast Quality 
“Marijuana As Medicine” 
7800 Red Road #219 
South Miami, FL 33143 


OPTICALLY FLAT GLASS SURFACES FOR 
RUSHING CRYSTALLINE SUBSTANCES... 


Clear Lens’ $17.50 (5.1) 
(price includes postage and handling) 


pease send applicable tax 


GUARANTEED OR YOUR MONEY BACK! 
MOST COLORS AVAILABLE! 


For 
Accessories, Prices & Inquiries 
Please Write: 


THE LENS’ 
P.O. BOX 10507 
BAKERSFIELD, CA. 93389 


take a chance 


Available at fine 
tobacconists everywhere \, 
Imported from London, England » 
Exclusive U.S. Distribution 

James B. Russell, Inc 


For HIGH ROLLERS who don’t want to 


“Chase the Munchies” with 
Carry them in pocket or purse! 


Fast 
Action 


‘exciting Munchie tabs! 


Mal Your Order Dect to: APIA. Products Corp. .0. 80x91 


isades, New Vork 10064 Sir 


EASY 


You have a bad cold. You pick up your 
telephone to call a doctor. You sneeze. 
Before you've even dialed anyone, a voice 
‘comes on and says gesundheit. Hmm, 
seems you've got more than just a flu bug. 
Get yourself a Phone-Guard from the Cose 
Corp. Suite 200, 15 East 40th Street, New 
York, NY. 10016. Price $4995. Just screw this 
miniature mechanical marvel into your 
phone mouthpiece and a red light will shine 
when any eavesdroppers or tappers intrude 
‘on your call. Great for dealers and bookies, 
‘a device so effective you'll want one even if 


‘you don't own a phone. Call (212) 689.3843. 
MasterCharge, Visa, check or money order 
accepted. 
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One" Step is All it Takes in your . 
MATIAS ROMERO ™ or RENAISSANGI * 

cubensis magic mushroom. fartn’ %. ° 

from HIDDEN CREEK. ¥ eM 

The cubensis SUPERSTARTER ™ ¥ sah: Cae 

comes to you already” in healthy ‘ Eee tleMenonsis 
mycelia form. All you do is traigster it 0 SSM cane feePenens 
into the growing chambers and Wait for se got aed 


the joy” of *harvest! No watering 
required! In just aboutsix weeks your first cropshould be ready for harvesting 


Everything you need is included with your farm, You get healthy cubensis + 
jambers witty 
fObe with a lighter 


mycelial Superstarter. multiple pre-sterilized growin 

ready-to-use brown rice growing medium and a transfer pi 

to sterilize it —— 

HIDDEN cnet 

productive thi 

and best of al, SUCCESS 1S GUARANTEED! 

PSI ENERGY 

magic mushroom people who are forever keeping your mind in mind. 

DELUXE MATIAS ROMERO MAGIC MUSHROOM FARM 

Two tubes of MATIAS ROMERO mycelial Superstartor 

and sixggrowing chambers 

ECONOMY MATIAS ROMERO MAGIC: MUSHROOM FARM 

One tube of MAAS ROMERO mycelial Superstartery 

and three growing chambers... 

DELUXE RENAISSANCE CUBENSIS MAGIC MUSHROOM FARH 

Two tubes of RENAISSANCE mycelial Suparstarter 

and three growing chambers 

ECONOMY RENAISSANCE CUBENSIS MAGIC MUSHROOM FARM 

One tube of RENAISSANCE mycelial Superstarter 

and tree growing chambers : ‘ e 
For more complete information on mushroom growing, read: 

Magic Mushroom Cultivation by Steven H, Pollock. MD 


A la Carte Superstarters 


$6 


Magic Mushroom Farms are easier, faster and far more 
any of the mushroom-growing “kits” On the market today 


A natural path to a new experience from Hidden Greek. the 
° 


sitfgle tube or 2 tor 


* super CYAN™ 
Our Psilocybe cygnescens 
Superstarter \s the finest. and mos 
intense of over £0 strain tested 


HAWAIIAN CYAN™ 
Our novel Hawaiian 
Panaeolus cyanescens 
‘Superstarter makes this outstanding 
tropical species easy to grow 


SUPER SUBB™ 

Now you can grow 
Panaeolus subbalteatus mushrooms 
with our strongly biuing Superstarter’ 


nuggets 
mospoooms @ 
then disco. 


© for yours 20 
E cot 
. 


Mp coome cam 
PRIMA 


‘COSMIGECAMOTE ™ 
‘New to science! 
Supertantastié Metaga| 
Stone of Ages, 

Truly a Phitosophers Stone 

more precious than gold!® 


Cosmic Camote 
< . 


Help promote world peace through psychonétivity, not radioactivity! 


MATIAS ROMERO mycelial Superstarter Pes isd $25 $40 . 
(Oaxacan Superstar—variety of cubensis) - 
RENAISSANCE cubensis mycelial Superstarter $20 's35y 
and these Exotic Psi Energy Superstarters ‘ . 
—new from Hidden Creek! 
Prima Donna CAMOTE ("2 in 1") Superstarter $95 $150 
(Psilocybe tampanensis cloned mycelia) r 
SUPER CYAN  Superstarter ‘ sao, $70 
(Psilocybe cyanescens cloned mycelia) 8 ERO AT Re ene AES 
HAWAIIAN CYAN Superstarter $40 s70 and make all checks and money orders payable {o 
«(Pangeolus cyanescens cloned mycelia) HIDDEN GREEK, IncP.O. Box 17657 San Antonio, Tex 78217 
SUPER SUBB_ Superstarter $40 s70 IN CANADA USE US MONEYORDERS ONLY IN TEXAS ADDS: 4:SALES TAX 
(Panacolus subbalteatus cloned myceliaie . 


Patents pending Not for sale to mnors 
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TOMMY 
RETTIG 


He was cute and a natural ham, so when a drama-teacher neighbor 
in his Manhattan apartment house suggested to Tommy Rettig’s 
‘mother that he try but for the child lead in ‘Arnie Get Your Gun’ it 
was no surprise that the five-year-old prodigy got the part. For two 
years he toured with Mary Martin from Peoria to Portland; typical 
accolades said the kid stole the show. 

After that came a flurry of movie parts. His hair was dyed blond, 
and he got to show his stuff with the likes of Jimmy Stewart, Van Hef- 
lin, Marilyn Monroe and Robert Mitchum—16 films in all, along 
with cameos in virtually every top TV show of the day. He was good, 
so good that Stanley Kramer cast him as the lead in The 5,000 Fingers 
of Dr. T Now a cult classic, it was sandbagged by Columbia Pictures 
chief Harry Cohn because he wanted to punish Kramer for leaving 
the studio. 

Rettig, meanwhile, managed to catch the eye of Rudd Weatherwax 
—the creator, owner and trainer of the canny canine, Lassie. Within 
weeks, Bettig was a star in his own right, as the boy sidekick to the 
fluffy heroine (though the dog was in real life a male—deus ex cani- 
nal, The show, “Lassie,” was, for Rettig’s four years on it, consistently 
near the top of the ratings. He had it made. Until... until he decided 
that he wanted to live the normal life of a ‘50s teenager and sued to 
‘get out of the series. He won the suit and became a world-champ 
drag-car racer, among other things. He married, sired two sons and 
tried to get back into show biz. It was a disaster—a crumb here, a 
crumb there—I decided not to take it anymore. The casting calls, the 
cocktail parties where you hated everybody there, the meeting with 
agents, all of it sucked” 

Rettig then took a dip into the pond of record producing and personal 
management. He was a mild success. Cashing in his Hollywood 
chips, Rettig moved his family to a farm in Northern California, seek- 
ing the idyll of farm life. Notoriety did not elude him, however: He was 
busted for growing pot in 1972. He pleaded guilty and got six months 
probation; the IRS confiscated his property: The property was re- 
stored, eventually but the ordeal was costly, monetarily and psycho- 
logically. He lost his farm and, later on, his marriage dissolved. In 
1975 he was arrested for conspiracy to import cocaine. Rettig and an 
associate were sentenced to five and a half years in prison. After a 
number of appeals, charges were finally dismissed in 1979; it seems 
the Drug Enforcement Administration had ‘exceeded the scope of the 
search warrant.’ In the meantime, Rettig held a series of menial jobs, 
while pursuing a career as a freelance photographer and aspiring 
screenwriter. In May of last year he was busted once again in an 
alleged ‘cocaine raid” near Los Angeles. Due to a lack of evidence, 
charges against him were never filed. 

‘Currently a successful businessman in Los Angeles, Tom ("I've hat- 
ed Tommy’ since I was thirteen’) Rettig is an avowed champion of 
“recreational drugs’ Over several bottles of the exquisite Peruvian de- 
lectable, Pisco, Rettig discussed with HiGH TIMES interviewer Ken 
Kelley his experiences as a child star, and his feelings about the state 
of drugs in America. 


Interview: 


cocaine 
by KenKelley 


HIGH Times: You were, what, five years old when you started in 
show biz? 

RermiG: Yeah, "Annie Get Your Gun’ 1947, Two years on the 
road, thirty-seven states. 

HiGH Times: Was it fun? 

Rerric: Yeah, a ball. I loved living out of a train, doing one- 
nighters, seeing the country, getting stuck in a flood in Oklahoma, 
being fawned on by everyone in the troupe. 

HIGH Times: What were your favorite gigs? 

Rerri: When I was ten—we'e jumping ahead a bit-I did The 
5,000 Fingers of Dr. T. Dt. Seuss wrote it, Stanley Kramer produced 
it, and Hans Conreid played the villain. I was the narrator of the 
film, There was this gigantic premiere in New York at the Crite- 
rion Theater. Mickey Mantle and Whitey Ford were there. | was 
escorted by Marilyn Monroe! A national tour was planned. Next 
night I got the call to fly home. That was it. It played a week and 
closed. That was my only starring role in a feature motion picture. 
HiGH Times: Right after you shot it you did River of No Return 
with Monroe, right? 

Rerric: Yeah, and when I got the role I was a lot more excited 
about being with her husband, Joe Dimaggio, than her. Rob: 
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ertMitchum, 
too. I was real worried about 
Marilyn, worried that I'd get excommu- 
nicated from the Catholic Church. Or at 
least spend a whole lot of time in purgatory. 
Iwas still very, very Catholic. I was scared 
to death about it. I was too embarrassed to 
tell her that, but I did want to talk toa priest 
first—"Hey, Father, can I really do this 
script?" But it was great, [hada ton of fun. I 
was eleven at the time and she felt threat- 
ened by all the other adults in the show-biz 
world, or at least that's how it seemed to 
me. We used to travel for forty-five minutes 
a day in this train to go to location—she had 
the caboose so she wouldn't have to be with 
all the other people. This was way up north 
in the Bow River in Canada. I was the only 
one allowed in the caboose, because I was 
just a kid. We kind of hung out together 
during the picture. Shed always play 
with me 

HIGH Times: Oh yeah? 

RETTIG: Get your mind out of the gutter I'd 
{go see her at night and weld read scripts to- 
gether and play cards and talk; wed play 
word games, She was real smart, real nice, 
and real sweet. The first night I ever saw 
her without her makeup on, without any 
phoniness—she just had on this terrycloth 
robe, towel on her hair—she looked stun- 
ning, more spectacular than in any pictures 
Id ever seen her in. They always piled tons 
of makeup on her to make her in a certain 
way; and she was really a beautiful, sensual 
woman in her own right. 

HIGH Times: So you developed a rather 
special relationship with her? 

RETTIG: Yeah. I took her side in all of the 
hassles on the set. I kind of felt that I was 
protecting her, you know. I had this terrible 
crush on her by the end of the picture. 
HIGH Times: You stopped thinking about 
purgatory, did you? 

Rermic: Yeah, and started thinking about 
pussy. I didn't keep too much in touch with 
her after that, because, after all, Iwasa kid, 
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prepubescent and all, She did consent 
to be my date to the opening of 5,000 
Fingers, though, and what a thrill that 
was. I'd call her up from time to time 
and she was always real glad to hear 
from me. 

HIGH Times: So how did you get the 
Lassie” tryout? 

RETTIG: I got it off of 5,000 Fingers. 
There was this little shaggy dog on 
it, and Frank Weatherwax was 
working the dog. One day we 
wereall ittingaround, and Frank 
said, listen, my brother Ruddjust 
got the rights back from MGM 
for Lassie, and said have your 
agent check into it. I did, and I 
‘went for a screen test. Three of 
uscamethrough thescreentest. 
We each had to spend a week 
outat Lassie's ranch, and who- 
lever got along best with the 
dog got the part, 

HIGH TIMES: So Lassie selected you, in fact? 
RETTIG: Yeah, dog was this man's best 
friend, for sure. Actually, Lassie had this 
casting couch and whoever bent over first 
got the part. Ahem. Lassie was, of course, 
always male. 

HGH Times: Laddie? 

Rerri: Yeah, We lasted on the show for 
four years, It was number two to “I Love 
Lucy” for at least two out of the four years, 
back and forth for the different weeks. We 
got an award during the show—an Emmy 
for "Best Children’s Series" in 1955, and I 
got the Billboard Award for Best Actor ina 
Network Children’s Television Show—Bill- 
board wasnt just musical back then, and it 
was a prestigious award. 

HIGH Times: You also got to meet Nixon 
back then? 

RETTIG: Yeah. It was great. My mom wasa 
Democrat and I was scared to death that 
she was gonna blow it. First I was going 
to hell with Monroe, and now to Republi- 
can hell with Nixon, We were supposed to 
be guests of Eisenhower for the week—but 
Ike had his heart attack and so we got to be 
Tricky Dick's guests. The whole cast—me, 
Jan Clayton, George Cleveland...and of 
course, Lassie! I got this picture auto- 
graphed to me from Nixon, shaking hands 
with the bastard. I had it up in my house as 
a kid, and then, as I became more political- 
ly aware, I started hiding it deeper and 
deeper in my archives. When he got elect- 
ed, I almost buried it. But when Watergate 
happened, I put it back on my wall. 

HIGH Times: Was it tough having a regular 
relationship with your peers, you being a 
movie star and all? 

RETTIG: A whole lot. The kids put you ona 
pedestal. [didn't likeit. wanted to haveanor. 
mal childhood. Normal relationships. My 
mom really did a lot for that. She encour- 
aged me to have friends out of the business. 
HicH Times: Why did you get out of 
“Lassie’ 
RETTIG: We sued the producers of the show 
for four years in a row. One year they put 


out a Lassie doll with my picture on it and 
paid me no royalties. They owned the name 
Lassie and they owned the name of my role, 
Jeff Miller. We took them to court and they 
had to either take my picture off or pay me 
a royalty, so they took the picture off. An- 
other year we took them to court because 
they told us they were going to pay my sal- 
ary in savings bonds: ‘We owe Tommy ten. 
thousand dollars so we'll pay him seventy- 
five hundred dollars and in three years it'll 
be ten thousand dollars’ Unbelievable shit. 
So, in the last year, the whole cast sued for 
release from our contracts. It didn't upset 
the producer at all: “I've still got the dog, 
dont I" And he did. That's all it took. I'm 
now syndicated under “Jeff's Collie’ and, of 
course, I make not one cent in residuals. 
HIGH TIMES: Hooray for Hollywood. You 
did "Burns and Allen’’ What was it like? 
Rerm: Look, I did almost all the hit 
shows. They were all just another gig, You 
go there, you get your script, you say some 
lines, Gracie Allen says some lines, people 
laugh, George Burns says some lines, peo- 
ple laugh, show ends, you ask for their auto- 
graph, pick up your check and go home. 
HGH Times: Fun? 

RETTIG: It was work 

HIGH Times: Wasn't it something of a thrill, 
though? 

RETTIG: Of course it was. It was a thrill to 
meet Georgeand Gracie, itwasathrilltomeet 
Jimmy Stewart, Victor Mature, Bob Mitch- 
um, Alllof ‘em 

HIGH Times; Mitchum. He had been bust- 
ed for pot in 1947 That was before you 
worked with him, 

RETTIG: He also got busted on the set when 
we were doing River of No Return. He was 
driving to work one day and got popped. 1 
don't remember that much about it except 
that he didn't show up for a couple of days. 
My mom reminded me that he'd been ar- 
rested for marijuana, Marijuana. Boy, 1 
thought that was just terrible. How could 
this great man do this to his life? I pictured 
him laying in a gutter sticking a needle of 
very fine green powder up his arteries. 
When he came back to the set, his eyes 
weren't even red, Of course, he never 
talked about it, and I never mentioned it. I 
mean, what would I say? "Hey, Bob, got any 
good stash’ 
HIGH Times: You did some guest appear- 
ances on talk shows then. 

RETTIG: Yeah. I did Art Linkletter about 
four times. He gave me the Gold Star Milky 
Way Award for Best Child Actor—I got it 
four times in a row, It's somewhat ironic, 
yousee, because hisdaughter, Diane, jumped 
out a window years later, and Art blamed it 
on the fact that shed dropped LSD six 
months earlier. Ironic, tome, because of my 
later drug charges which welll get into 
shortly, right? 

HIGH Times: In time, right. But let's contin- 
ue with the chronology. When you were 
with Lassie, you did some guest appear- 
ances with said dog, no? 

RErriG: Wed do all kinds of personal ap- 


pearances. Hospitals, charities, The Cana- 
dian National Exhibition with Ed Sullivan 
- Jesus, all kinds. 
HIGH Times: What did you do for kicks? 
RETTIG: Look, when youre fourteen years 
old and out on the road there isn't a whole 
lot to do and wherever you can raise a little 
hell you're going to. One of the things I dis- 
covered was, just before Lassie was sup- 
posed to walk out onstage, you could reach 
underneath and jack him off a litte bit and 
Lassie would strut out humping the air, 
looking around, very horny, and little kids 
in the audience would go, "Mommy, what's 
Lassie doing?" 
HIGH Times: Did Lassie dig it? 
RETTIG: I never asked, but he seemed hap- 
py enough. 
HIGH Times: How many Lassies were 
there when you were on the show? 
RETTIG: There were three dogs. Just like 
any actor. There was the actor you saw that 
did everything on screen. Then there was 
the double, who did the stuff like going 
through windowsand off of trucks—he was 
always in bandages. And there was Laddie, 
the easy stand-in, Plus! had a stand-in anda 
double, who was a midget. 
HIGH Times: A midget? 
RermiG: Whore they gonna get, Wilt 
Chamberlain? Of course I had a midget— 
they didn't wantanother kid they had to put 
through school, 
HIGH Ties: So by day you're this sweet li'l 
farm boy playing fetch with the dog and by 
night youre smoking cigarettes, getting 
drunk and sometimes getting laid. 
Remi: Well, I didnt get laid till I was fif- 
teen, the last year of the show. Yes, fucking 
girls and drinking whiskey—in those days 
there wasnothing else todo!'Toget you high. I 
mean, there was, but white kids didn't hear 
about it. I wanted to go to regular high school 
—it looked like a lot of fun, We shot “Lassie” 
during the summer, six days a week, and I 
couldn't go to parties on Friday nights. I was 
just starting to get heavily into girls and cars 
and cigarettes and booze, and I wanted to 
have a normal chance to have fun. 
HIGH Times: So what was your new high 
school like? 
RETTIG: Well, I went to school with Jan and 
Dean, Ryan O'Neal, some of the Beach Boys 
—weall used to party together Weraiseda lot 
of hell. We had a garbage fight our senior 
year. Two clubs at University High decided 
to have a fight one night, the night of the 
1959 UCLA Homecoming. And it was all in 
good fun. You know—the ‘50s, very mucha 
stereotype of what you think of the ‘S0sas, 
Five years later it would have been called a 
riot and we would have all been put in jail 
It wasan enormous fight—we turned overa 
paddy wagon. We kind of demolished West- 
wood. It was fun, And they canceled Home- 
‘coming for five years after that. 
HIGH Times: So was it much easier getting 
laid because you were this star, albeit a 
runt? 
RETTIG: Not so much that I was a hotshot 
movie star—that could have made things 


more difficult. Stars don't have such a good 
rep—you know, drugs and decadence—all 
of it deserved. But I had this great rep of be- 
ing the innocent little kid next door who 
loves dogs. Parents would let their daugh- 
ters stay out later because it's Lassie’s kid. 
More opportunity for me. 
HiGH Times: Wasn't it about then that you 
met your wife, Darlene? 
RETmiG: Yeah, I met her right after I gradu- 
ated—1959. We got married that December, 
I was eighteen, she was fifteen. My son 
‘Tom came in the first year. I wanted to live 
life as a normal guy. I wanted to know what 
real life was like. I sold men’s clothes, I de- 
livered flowers. 

HIGH TIMES: Why? 

RETTIG: Because it was normal. 
HIGH TIMES: So your idea of a good time 
was selling Fuller brushes? 
RETTIG: No, Ijust wanted to have a chance 
at the real world. Then I found out through 
working a series of straight jobs that 


tunes. The one they wanted to release was 
called "An Organ, a Candle, and a Bible” 
HIGH Times: Sounds like the background 
music to a Joan of Arc orgy. 

RETTIG: Well, it just sucked. Then I learned 
to play guitar and I started writing songs 
and my mother formed for me a publishing 
business, so we started publishing and 
managing artists. We had Jackie DeShan- 
non, Johnny and Dorsey Burnette, Tommy 
Sands, the Tokens. Date Records, that was 
my label, The ‘Tokens were an integrated 
group, and back then Vegas wouldn't touch 
‘em. They played clubs in Oxnard and 
things like that. 

HIGH TIMES: So you gave up the music biz? 
RETTIG: I was really bummed out, spending 
four grand on a session and making a dollar 
twenty-five. I had two kids and a wife I 
loved, but I couldn't get sufficient work in 
the business I'd trained for all my life—act- 
ing. I took it all very personally, and it gave 
mea lousy self-image. I was still thought of 


straight jobs suck! asa kid actor even though I was in my mid 
HIGH TiMES: How could you not have twenties. I mean, the only reason you're 
known that? here now is that I was the kid on “Lassie” 


RETTIG: I'd been told that, but how could I 
know that? In show biz, everybody took 
pride in their work—even the grips—and it 
seemed fascinating. You carry the wires, 
you lay ‘em down right, you're part of the 
team and you can look at the movie onceit's 
made and say; hey, I had a hand in that. But 
you sell fourteen pairs of Levis and you go 
home that night and it doesn't make you 
feel like cracking open the champagne. 
HIGH Times: So you gave up the real 
world? 
RETTIG: Well, I tried to. I've been pushed 
back into it at various stages, through ne- 
cessity, not choice. 
HIGH Times: When did you try to get back 
into acting? 
RETTIG: When I was about twenty. Once ina 
while there was some TV offer and I'd takeit. 
Thad prints made up of me in all different 
kinds of poses. Rick Nelson, 

James Dean, Elvis, Fabian— 
anything, Id try it. But I was 

still the sweet young kid from 
“Lassie” 

HicH Times: But no break- 
throughs. 

Rerric: I did a couple of guest 
shots. Iturned down somesleazy 
features. I had a three-picture 
deal in Europe and turned that 
down, Ididn't want tobe typecast. 
Anyway, right after “Lassie? I got 
into the music business. I had some 
offers to make a record—Ricky Nel- 
son was doing it, after all. But even. 
in 5,000 Fingers of Dr. T my voice 
was dubbed because I couldn't carry 
a tune, 
HicH Times: That never stopped 
Ricky Nelson. 
RETTIG: Well, that’s what they told me, 
but I've always been a perfectionist in 
my workandI wouldn't let them release 
what I'd cut. We cut like four or five 


I'm still the “Lassie kid.” And ten years ago 
it was worse. When they were doing beach- 
party movies there had to be a degree of 
sexuality and a degree of delinquency that 
Thad not portrayed. And though I knew I 
could—was, in fact, in real life, like that 
—I wasn't cast in those roles. I tried out for 
them, but I'd hear ‘no’ a lot. It was fucked. 
It was the worst period of my life. I had all 
this giganticacceptance asa kid, andall of a 
sudden there was this monumental rej 
tion. They were rejecting this image of a kid 
on “Lassie” not me as an actor. It really 
pissed me off—producers had this general 
impression that whatever talent and gifts 
you had learned how to use asa kid, assoon 
as you were twenty-one it dried up. That 
was for boys. Girls were a different story. 
They can 
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‘cute to gorgeous. 
HIGH TIMES: So child acting is as bad asit’s 
made out to be? 

RETTIG: Yeah, it’s the nature of the busi- 
ness, It's nobody's fault. My mother tried to 
protect and warn me, buteven when you're 
warned, it’s devastating. I was totally dev- 
astated for four yearsin the mid ‘60s when I 
tried to buck the tide. I was in my mid 
twenties. I'd been trying and trying to get 
some work. In 1965 gota series, adaytime 
soap opera on ABC-"Never ‘Too Young’ I 
bought a house with a swimming pool. was 
making five hundred dollars a week—T'd 
made twenty-five hundred dollars a week 
the last year of "Lassiebut it was still good 
bread. The show lasted nine months. By 

1968 I was making a thousand dollars per 
week but only doing four weeks the entire 
year. But they were good weeks! 

HiH Times: When did you start getting 
into drugs? 

RETTIG: That question, although I know 
what you're getting at, peeves me. I don't 
like the term drugs, period. It's not 
adequate. There's a big difference be- 
tween somebody who does acid on week- 
ends and somebody who takes downers 
every day. When somebody says to me, 
‘That guy's on drugs’ I want to know what 
he's on, and is he using or abusing. 

HicH Times: You mean it's like saying, 
“That guy's political.” Does that mean he'sa 
Republican or a Communist? 

Rermic: Exactly. Anyway, after "Never Too 
Young’ ended in 1966, it was really the pits 
for me. 

HIGH Times; You still believed in God and 
martinis then? 

RETTIG: Yes, I must say, but in reverse or- 

der. A lot of my friends were fooling around 

with drugs then, The Beatles had already 
been out for a few years, hair was growing 
longer, and marijuana started to show up at 


parties and so on. I had always turned it 


down—to me, smoking pot was 
absolutely the worst thing in the 
world. I thought of it as an ad- 
diction, and all my friends who 
smoked it, Ifelt they really need- 
ed help. I felt they were sick. 
Meanwhile, I'm downing eight 
scotchesa night. Itwas, “Yeah, I 
justdrinksocially;’ whilethrow- 
ing up on your shoes. It didn't 
make any sense, but it was 
what I'd been taught and 1 
was scared todeath of ‘drugs’ 
To me, marijuana was the 
first step, and that's it! 
HIGHTIMES: Did you think 
back to Bob Mitchum? 
RErmiG: I thought more 
back to Huntz Hall. One 
of my ‘Annie’ reviews 
had been on the same 
page where, right be- 
neath my review, there 
was an item about Hall 
getting busted for marijuana. He 
was one of the original Dead End Kids. And 
Tremember looking at the review and then 
my mom pointing out, “Look at this, this 
kid actor caught with marijuana, and it 
ruined his life” She didn't know enough at 
the time to say that the only reason every- 
thing was ruined was because of the laws— 
that it wasn't the ingredients in the pot that 
ruined his life. 
HGH Times: When did you begin ques- 
tioning that attitude? 
RETTIG: Well, stories about pot had been 
appearing more and more in print, and I 
ig fan of the Beatles. ..But anyway 
aside from alcohol and nicotine, LSD was 
the first drug I ever took. I read a 
it, and it wasnt illegal, and it wa: 
ting high, and there seemed to be some rea- 
son for taking it. Some psychological 
growth could occur. I went toa lecture by 
Dr. Barbara Brown, who first coined the 
term biofeedback, and she was doing a lot 
with psychedelics back then. I volunteered 
tobe in one of her experiments with LSD. It 
was the most beautiful experience of my 
life. The next day I sold my guns and 
bought a strobe light. 
HIGH Times: You collected guns? 
RETTIG: Just a few tiny little guns. (Laughs. ] 
Lused to kill squirrels. 
HIGH Times: Not narcs? 
RerriG: No comment. [Laughs.| Anyway, 
she suggested to me that I might want to try 
marijuana. So the next day I found myself 
with my ‘addict” pothead friends. Ismoked 
about an ounce of pot in one of those floor 
hookahs. Shortly thereafter I built a kalei- 
doscope projector for film effects, and wed 
all sit around and listen to Sgt. Pepper while 
toking down. I became a “drug addict” my- 
self. My career was already ruined. I had 
nothing to lose. 
HIGH TiMEs: Did you still believe in God 
after taking LSD? 
RETTIG: Well, not asa Catholic, but sure. My 
experience was a very religious one, That's 


what | went intoLSD looking for, havingread 
[Aldous] Huxley's Heaven and Helland [Alan] 
Watts's The Joyous Cosmology. Acid wasn't 
getting a whole lot of bad press at the time, 
ands I saw the whole bad-press thing hap: 
pen, I became aware that the government 
had done a whole lie on all the other benign 
drugsas well. Itbecame clear to me that the 
government wanted noreal drug education. 
HIGH Times: So how did acid and marijua- 
na change your life? 

RErniG: About my fourth or fifth acid trip I 
had a really bad one, up against the wall for 
four days, four nights, paranoid, introspec- 
tive, bad selfimage, fighting alot with reality 
and unreality and wanting things to be one 
way versus the way they were. Imade one of 
the hardest decisions I ever had to make, 
and I said that's it, I'm going to stop acting 
for a period of time. Out of necessity, not 
choice, [wound up with my own production 
company, Potpourri Productions. I had that 
from 1967 to '71. Won a few awards for my 
quality, produced over a hundred TV com- 
mercials and business films—all L.A. stuff. 
HIGH TIMES: So then what? 

RETTIG: In 1971 I went to Peru with a cou- 
ple of friends of mine. 

HiGH Times: Why Peru? 

RErmiG: Because cocaine was starting to 
happen then, And we envisioned it being 
like the very early days of marijuana, like 
going to Mexico in the 60s. And in fact it 
wasn't like that. But I'd just always been in- 
volved in the cultural phenomena of drugs, 
ever since I took LSD. I got back from the 
Peru trip in early December. I turned thirty 
and my mother died. Boom-boom, back to 
back. I sold my Porsche and with the mon- 
ey from that and some money Id saved 
bought a farm in San Luis Obispo. 

HIGH Times: How'd you make money? 
Rernic: I raised organic crops. Seven acres 
of walnuts alone. Contrary to popular be- 
lief, the pot I was caught growing on the 
farm I wasn't growing for income. 

HIGH Times: How much were you caught 
with? 

RETT1G: About four hundred plants. 

HIGH Times: Each of them personally use- 
ful, huh? 

RETTIG: See, I'd never had any experience 
growing marijuana before, and... (laughs] I 
had a tractor, and what can I say. I grew 
rows of corn, rows of tomatoes and rows of 
dope. Anyway, one day my younger son, 
Deane, comes into my room and says, 
“Dad, there's a whole bunch of cops at the 
door who want to talk to you He was thir- 
teen at the time. 

HIGH TiMEs: What raced through your 
mind? 

RETTIG: First thing? "Good. There goes the 
Lassie image’ Really. They had a warrant, 
and they arrested meand Darlene. The kids 
are crying and it's like, oh shit, who can we 
call? So we called the neighbors next door— 
turned out later they were the ones who'd 
snitched us off to the cops. We didn't know 
until we came home, after they took care of 
our kids all night, and they told us. Two- 


grand bail. I was just charged with cultiva- 
tion, not sale. 
HIGH Times: Cultivation of ten zillion 
pounds? 
RErviG: I have an enormous appetite. I 
copped a plea to possession, got a year's pro- 
bation and a five-hundred-dollar fine. But 
this was during Nixon's War on Drugs, re- 
member. So one sunny day this IRS agent 
comes to the door and hands me a tax bill 
for fifteen thousand dollars, He said, "Well, 
this is December and you were caught with 
thirty pounds. We figure you had thirty 
pounds in November, and thirty pounds in 
October,’ and so on. That's the way they 
computed it, and they went all the way 
back for that year on a per-joint streetsale 
value. They towed my tractor, put a lien on 
my farm, took my car off to storage. Nine 
months later, they matter-offactly said, 
‘Sorry, we're wrong, here's your tractor 
back! It cost me about thirty-five hundred 
dollars to get it ironed out, not including 
lost revenue. 

So then I moved to Morro Bay and set upa 
photography studio there. Photography had 
always been something of a living for me— 
I'm good at it, and whenever I need a few 
bucks I can always earn a living at it. I shot 
weddings, portfolios, nature work. I paid 
my dues. And one of the guys I had met 
through these friends had been a pot smug- 
gler. He was about to expand his operation 
by smuggling cocaine from Peru. I said to 
him, "Hey, you want to document this, you 
want to do it right? Let me go with you and 
Tl document it” The cocaine trail still 
hadn't been covered, and I'd been to Peru 
before, and I was fascinated by it. I had an 
‘opportunity to travel with a smuggler and 
document the entire episode. I checked 
with a lawyer first who assured me that 
mere presence is not a crime. 

HIGH Times: Who did you go with? 
Rerric: I'm glad you asked that, because 
the guy turned out to bea snitch. His name 
is Clifford Welsh. I've been waiting five 
years to get that name into print. I made 
two trips with him, one at the beginning of 
1974, the other at the end of the year. I 
wasn't able to talk about this before because 
the case was pending. Clifford Welsh is tall, 
blond, he’s from Southern California, he's 
gota perforated septum, and one unmistak- 
able physical feature. 
HiGH Times: What might that be? 
Rermic: On the inside of his lower lip there 
isa tattoo. 1 ear Pussy. In our trial we tried to 
get his lower lip into evidence but the judge 
wouldnt allow it. 1 mean, the man is brand- 
ed. So when I went down there the 
time with him and his girl friend, he had 
this hollowed-out chessboard that his girl 
friend was gonna bring back with the coke 
inside. He was gonna buy the stuff, he had 
the connections. And as soon as we got 
down there, the two of them just went 
crazy. They started tooting all the coke they 
could get, and they bought about two kilos. 
HIGH TIMES: Did you indulge? 

continued on page 67 
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No one seems quite sure why it’s happening, but dope dealers, 
dope users and antidope crusaders all agree: More people are swal- 
lowing acid these days than at any time since the early 1970s. And 
according to all sources, the acid they're swallowing is mostly of the 
blotter variety. Stars, wizards, political symbols, chemical equations, 
flying saucers, zodiac signs, flowers and a menagerie of animals and 
cartoon characters vie for the buyer's eye. This proliferation of color- 
ful hits reflects a new concept that's developed in the marketing of 
the drug: Sellers of so-called name-brand acid are now taking elabo- 
rate steps to protect their product from would-be forgers by imprint- 
ing the blotter with their own inimitable logos. 

‘One of the snazziest and most forge-proof packaging jobs the 
dope world has ever seen is a 4,000-hit bundle of Sorcerer's Appren- 
tice blotter acid—so called because each hit is imprinted with a 
four-color portrait of Mickey Mouse as he appeared in the Disney 
animation Fantasia, with pointed hat and magic wand. The glisten- 
ing silk-screened image is a quality printing job, not easy to dupli- 
cate cheaply or quickly. The package is made up of 40 sheets of ab- 
sorbent blotter paper, each sheet divided by perforations into 100 
individual hits. Each bundle of 40 blotter sheets is sealed in metal 
foil and put in a cardboard box, which is then further sealed with 
wax and festooned with another mouse emblem—altogether 
enough paranoid measures to secure the KGB's highest classified 
rating, The Sorcerer's Apprentice bundle contains one gram of LSD: 
4,000 hits equals one gram in the acid world, no matter how much 
LSD is on each hit. It's much like the standard that dictates that a 
nickel bag of pot is five dollars worth, with the amount of weed 
varying widely. Only recently, with the advent of space-age tech- 
nology in acid labs, has uniformity of doses been approximated. 

Sorcerers Apprentice acid was a limited edition, so don't expect to 
find Mickey waiting for you on the ticket line for Excalibur Most mid- 
dle-level LSD dealers buy acid in bulk and then produce their own 
“brand” of blotter acid using a stamp or silk screen to put their logo 
on the sheets, So there is often a variety of blotter acids on the mar- 
ket. They may look totally different from one another, but they're all 
loaded with the same acid. Likewise, even if a blotter manufacturer 
obtains his LSD from different sources, he may distribute blotters 
that are standard in appearance. The resulting confusion lies at the 
heart of the dispute that has burgeoned into the War of the Logos. 

‘The blotter that started the acid wars was a little scrap of paper 
called red dragon that circulated in 1978 and 1979. Bright red Chinese 
dragons (later a green variation was added), these blotters were pleas- 
ant, plentiful and cheap. While they were usually advertised at 100 to 
150 micrograms of LSD, the average hit of dragon almost always 
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weighed in at 50 to 90 mikes. “The big market for that acid,’ said one 
East Coast dealer, “was the ghetto and the schoolyard. No longer was 
it considered a drug just for crazy white college kids. And acid like 
red dragon sells for about two dollars a hit. Even if it's only forty 
mikes on the blotter, six dollars worth of acid will keep you high all 
day. Six dollars worth of coke, six dollars of smack, even six dollars 
worth of grass won't go far” 

The low dosage actually did a great deal to enhance dragon's repu- 
tation. Eating half a hit could induce a high very similar to that pro- 
duced by good hashish. On the other hand, the same dose could also 
induce just enough central nervous system stimulation to make 
some folks fee! “speedy,” with none of the delightful psychoactive ef- 
fects usually associated with L. 

"Your heart beats rapidly, your veins throb. You sweat a lot. It's 
great for fucking with Hot Tuna turned up real loud. It's not 
mellow,” says a young Midwestern suburbanite who's eaten more 
than 100 hits of red dragon. All this said like it's the fault of the acid. 
Look, some folks just feel speedy on acid. So rumors spread that t 
dragon was “cut” with speed, that it was "less pure, less refin 
than the great acids of the height of the psychedelic era. Phooey. 

It was rumors like this that killed off acid in the first place back in 
the early '70s. Acid was said to be cut with strychnine, with speed, 
with stuff from the brown bottle in the back of Aunt Tillie’s medi- 
cine chest. The question of acid purity was almost superfluous, 
since most '60s acidheads had no reliable source for obtaining acid 
of any kind. Only a core group of aficionados—people with really 
good connections or people who were making it—continued to 
have clean, fresh LSD at their disposal regularly. On top of every- 
thing clse, PCP crude speed and all manner of chemical abomina- 
tions from bathtub labs were often represented and sold as LSD, 
administering a death blow to the commercial LSD market. But 


since 1973, according to PharmChem, a Menlo Park, California, lab 
that assays street drugs, LSD has been running at a consistent 87 
percent to 95 percent purity, with the remaining ingredients inert 
substances with no psychoactive effect. In 12 years of testing, the 
lab has seen only a few hits cut with speed and none cut with 
strychnine. Still, you'd believe you'd been dosed with strychnine, 
too, if you had an anxiety attack while you were on the stuff, hyper- 
ventilated, and got shipped posthaste to some emergency room 
where a team of grim-faced doctors mumbled something about rat 
poison, 

Even after 20th-century laboratory methods took hold in under- 
ground labs, and long after adulterated acid stopped turning up in 
street-drug testing labs anywhere, consumers remained wary of the 
stuff, Red dragon renewed the name-brand concept in LSD market- 
ing for the first time since the 1960s, when people came to know 
and love Augustus Stanley Owsley III's purple haze, white light- 
ning and blue cheer, or the orange sunshine barrels made by the 
Brotherhood of Eternal Love. The dragon established itself as a rel- 
atively consistent blotter from a reliable source, and the distinctive 
red trademark that assured customers they were getting what they 
paid for made them easy to market. And then, according to under- 
ground sources, some unscrupulous competitor tried to cash in on. 
the dragon reputation. 

Imagine Ripple being passed off as Pouilly-Fuisse. Imagine fool's 
gold being hawked at the price of Ozark Mountain weed. Since acid 
is tasteless, colorless and odorless, even cautious buyers can't per- 
form the kind of scratch ‘n’ sniff test that protects pot consumers. 
As reports of disappointing trips came in—probably caused by low- 
er doses on the forged dragons—there were grumblings from the 
marketplace. Dealers attributed the difference in the head to 
alleged impurities in the acid itself. Acid purveyors are still in 

continued on page 95 
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PICHICATA, 


the movers in Bolivia call it: 
“the piss’ If they feel that way 
about coke, imagine how 
they feel toward the norte- 
americano piss-ants who 
toot it. Still, it is far better to 
be in North America tooting 
cocaine thanin Bolivia, under 
the official sway of these 
people who move i 
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BY THE HGH TIMES COCAINE BUREAU 


It works like this, most often, these days. 
The big green coca shrubs grow out of the 
ground in Bolivia, on vast industrial-agri- 
culture hillside terraces tended by farmers 
who have been taught how to grow coca by 
the regional ‘mafiosi‘~alliances of wealthy 
families, mainly the in-laws of the biggest re- 
gional landowners, and their paramilitary se- 
curity and enforcement squads. The shrubs 
are harvested four times a year, and the 
leaves are collected by the mafiasi, who lab 
them down into freebase pasta, the sulphury 
intermediate form of cocaine. The pasta sits 
in vats in corrugated-steel warehouses 
alongside bush strips in beautiful, woodsy 
Santa Cruz Department, waiting for the Co- 
lombian mafiosi to fly down over the 
mountains in big twin-engine, long-dis 
tance craft and pick it up. 

The Colombians, once they pick it upand 
refuel, fly far, far over the Amazonian jun- 
gle and savannah to the northeast, usually 
to Manaus in upcountry Brazil. Here the 
pasta is labbed all the way down into pure, 
sparkling, snortable, industrial cocaine hy- 
drochloride. Then they move it, by various 
routes, to Miami or Jackson Heights or 
Montreal or Los Angeles. After that, and a 
series of massive dilutions each time it 
changes hands, this wonderful stuff goes 
up your nose, and you feel peculiarly exhil- 
arated for a half hour or so. 

Does this sound complicated, effortful 
and unwieldy? Well, that’s because in just 
the last few years the cocaine industry has 
undergone a profound shift of gears. For 
one thing, most of the Colombian mafiosi 
operations have been hastily but firmly 
broomsticked out of Colombia proper, be- 
cause they are handled by some of the nas- 


42 AUGUST'8L 


tiest people in the country; the families 
who run Colombia do not enjoy watching 
these mafiosi make all that dope money, 
and accordingly gain economic and politi- 
cal clout, But since the Colombian mafiosi 
have the buying end of the racket nailed 
firmly down in the United States, it is they 
who still purify the pasta into industrial 
form and move it around. They just lab 
much less of itin Colombia, since the govern- 
ment in '79 burned down the labs around 
Cauca and Popayan. 

For another thing, this industrial-agricul- 
ture phenomenon in Bolivia is also very 
new. Coca was formerly a comparatively 
scarce commodity, being very tough to 
grow in marketable quantities without 
bringing down heat from narcotics offi- 
cials. So the Bolivian mafiosi, in just the 
last few years, have solved this dilemma 
by neutralizing the national narc force, 
chasing out international narcs and jour- 
nalistic observers, and opening up vast new 
coca terraces in Santa Cruz Department. 
To do this, it was only necessary for the 
mafiosi to take over the government in 
La Paz, 

It’s not clear precisely when the mafiosi 
consolidated their takeover of the Bolivian 
government, but it had to be sometime 
around 1978 or ‘79. It takes four years to 
grow a coca bush to maturity, and those ter- 
races in Santa Cruz are producing at full tilt 
now. While they were mere saplings, the 
mafiosi who are now moving out their yield 
had to be gradually tightening up their in- 
fluence in La Paz. In any case, there was no 
mistaking the formal announcement of 
their advent to total power: the "Cocaine 
Coup” of July 17 1980. 


COCAINE 


It began with premonitory rumblings in 
the rustic, upcountry town of Trinidad: 
shooting and looting, a crisis that gathered 
most of the heads of the then-democratic 
government toan emergency conference in 
La Paz. Once these center-trending moder- 
ates, mostly civilians, were collected snug. 
lyin one place, all hell broke loose. Military 
transports rumbled into town, carrying 
troops under orders from Gen. Luis Garcia 
Meza, They were supplemented by right- 
wing paramilitary units—over 600 men in 
featureless combat fatigues, controlled by in- 
telligence minister Luis "Lucho" Arce Go- 
mez—the "White Shirts’ and the Falange 
Socialista Boliviana, with their special ad- 
visers from Argentina's dreaded Mechanic 
School of the Navy. (Bolivia is landlocked.) 
‘The rightists opened the maximum+security 
jails where notable coke-mob enforcers like 
Fernando "Mosca’ ("the Fly") Monroy were 
languishing, and these gangsters put their 
own crews into action, 

Before the day was out, most of the mod- 
erates in the La Paz government were in 
jail, and Monroy had bazookaed a Jesuit ra 
dio station that was getting this information 
out to the world, Before the week was out, 
union leaders, journalists, progressive clergy 
and thousands of plain innocent civilians 
had been disappeared’ Argentine-fashion, 
into torture cells and mass graves; when 
the union mining town of Caracoles orga- 
nized for resistance, it was shelled and 
bombed, and numerous human beings 
were maimed and killed. Within a month, 
nearly every outside journalist had been 
chased back home: Mary Helen Spooner of 
London's Economist and Financial Times 
was jailed and threatened with torture un- 
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less she retracted a published expose of top 
Bolivian cocaine generals, and George Na 
thanson of CBS was merely told, "Leave, or 
your prick will be cut off and put in your 
mouth’ Over the last year, then, not much 
news has come out of Bolivia. Gen. Lui 
Garcia Meza is still president—or was, at 
this writing—and Col. “Lucho” Arce Go- 
mez, after running the Interior Ministry 
and the national military academy, is back 
to business with the eight brand-new Cess- 
nas he bought on his last trip to the States. 

Oh, yes, and every week some 15 fat-bel- 
lied, twin-engine, long-distance Colombian 
planes lift up out of Santa Cruzon schedule, 
laden with pasta, for the long scenic run to 
Manaus, It is something you might think 
about as you dice up that pretty white flake 
with your razor blade, draw it elegantly 
across that gleaming mirror, and roll up that 
$50 bill to the precise diameter of your per- 
sonal nostril, Not only will the money you 
paid for that wonderful stuff inevitably 
wind up in the much-bloodied hands of la 
mafia cruzeria—the hoods of Santa Cruz— 
but you are simply being taken for a ride. 
There's no reason coke should cost $120 a 
gram now, at 10 percent purity. Bolivia is 
green with coca nowadays, and the cocaine 
movers run the government. The prices 
they and the Colombians set for it are en 
tirely arbitrary and outrageous. Yes, this is 
something you definitely should think 
about while you're laying out a few lines of 
powdered exhilaration. 

General Garcia Meza has had his troubles, 
admittedly, As soon as he and the right- 
wing coqueros took over last year, the US. 
State Department—which at the time had 
an archaic fetish about “human rights~ 


General Garcia Meza, flanked by his new airforce and navy chiefs, takes the oath of olfice after the Cocaine Coup 


stalked straight out. Even the Drug Enforce- 
ment Administration split; though not itself 
hamstrung by scruples over torture and 
murder, when the DEA saw who was tak 
ing over the country they perceived that it 
would be futile henceforth to keep any US. 
nares in the country—and also very danger- 
ous, Lucho Arce, prime capo of the top gang 
in the trilateral mafia cruzena, was installed 
by Garcia Meza as interior minister, effec: 
tively head of the La Paz cabinet. Another 
top cruzeria coguero, Col, Ariel Coca (sic) Ra- 
mirez, became minister of education. No, 
this would not be a healthy environment 
for narcotics enforcement personnel, Gar- 
cia's new Bolivia 

When CBS, undaunted by emasculation 
fears (perhaps because they never actually 
sent their own reporters to Bolivia), did a "60 
Minutes’ segment identifying Lucho Arce 
as "Minister of Cocaine! poor Garcia Meza 
was compelled to launch a vast "cleanup" in 
La Paz. The incoming Reagan administra- 


tion was sending out come-hither signals to 
totalitarian—that is, “authoritarian juntas 
from Argentina to Taiwan, and Bolivia 
didn't want to miss out on the US. goodies 
being bestowed on reactionaries every 
where, just because Garcia's reactionaries 
happened to be pumping whole planeloads 
of pichicata up Uncle Sam's nostrils every 
week. So Garcia hired New York-based PR 
flack Robert Armao—who had spoken out 
so eloquently on behalf of the shah of Iran 
during his vicissitudes, before the Teheran 
hostage siege—and got some typical splen 
did advice. Coca Ramirez was sacked amid 
much righteous publicity, and Lucho Arce 
was low-profiled to the head of the army 
school, (Recently, with the heat still on, 
Arce was relieved of all government 
duties.) Most brilliantly of all, Gen. Hugo 
Banzer was dispatched to Washington, 
D.C, to conduct talks asa “private individ. 
ual” with the US. State Department 

‘The Reagan people were chatting it up 


HIGH TIMES 43 


sappeared” on exle 
with private individuals from around the 
globe just then. In the same week General 
Banzer hit town, a convention of top mili- 
tary and espionage chiefs from the Repub- 
lic of South Africa—traveling in civilian 
clothes, on civilian visas—was lunching 
with Reagan's new U.N. ambassador, Jeane 
Kirkpatrick, who afterward declared she 
hadn't had the slightest notion who they 
were (see box, p. 47). Banzer’s audience was 
with State undersecretary John Bushnell, 
who treated him with all the respect and 
cordiality duea former, maybe future, head 
of state. 

See, about three coups back, Hugo Banzer 
had been president of Bolivia for a full sev- 
en years—not bad, considering that Bolivia 
has enjoyed 189 coups in its 155 years of in- 
dependence. In fact Banzer himself had 
been deposed in 1978 by the classic Bolivi- 
an “bloodless coup-a specialty of the 
country, consisting mainly of top military 
brass amicably shifting the power back and 
forth, without the annoying necessity of 
consulting the electorate. (The apocalyptic 
Cocaine Coup was a major break with tra- 
dition.) Asa former head of state, certainly 
General Banzer was as good a choice as any 
other general to go cozy up to the Reagan 
people. Which says a lot about the Bolivian 
brass, considering Banzer's embarrassing 
implication in the "San Javier incident’ just 
over a year previously. 

This was one of the hairier and more his- 
toric moments in the evolution of la mafia 
cruzefia. In January of 1980, the current in- 
terior minister, Jorge Selum, desperately 
launched a last-ditch civilian police effort to 
squelch the coke trade. A few weeks be- 
fore, Lucho Arce, who was running the "In- 
telligence” Ministry, had bashed into Sel- 
um's office, with a squad of goons; holding 
Selum at submachine gun-point, Arce had 
gathered up all the Interior's records on the 
pichicata traffic and made off with them. In 
desperation, Selum then launched "Opera- 
tion San Javier” named after a notorious dis- 
trict of Santa Cruz. 

Now, Gen. Hugo Banzer owns extensive 
properties in San Javier. It was on one of 
these properties in January ‘80 that police 
major Carlos Fernandez Navarro located an 
isolated bush strip outfitted to receive and 
refuel wide bodied long-distance aircraft. 
So Fernandez Navarro staked it out with an 
armed squad of incorruptible civilian nares 
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until a big fat Colombian plane touched 
down and began loading pasta. When about 
300 pounds had gone aboard, Fernandez 
Navarro's people charged the strip. The co- 
queros in attendance, incensed at this gov- 
ernment interference in the private sector, 
opened fire on the cops, who retired after a 
lively exchange. When the police presently 
returned with reinforcements, it turned out 
that one of Ariel Coca's military planes (Co- 
ca was running the airforce academy just 
then) had been called to the strip, by parties 
unknown, to “take custody” of this illegal 
substance. Fernandez, a civilian, pulled 
rank on Coca's cadets, grabbed the pasta, 
and raided the strip's facilities, where he 
uncovered whole wardrobes of military 
outfits that the coqueros donned whenever 
they moved dope on military vehicles. 
When General Banzer was presently 
asked about this nastiness (there were stil 
real journalists in the country, before the 
Cocdine Coup], this perfectly respectable 
former chief of state expressed astonish- 
ment that “somebody” might be using his 
Santa Cruz property to move dope. The press 
was shortly afterward silenced, so within 
12 months Banzer was clean enough to hob- 
nobas a “private individual" with a US. un- 
dersecretary of state. Since the conversa- 
tion was private, the undersecretary’s staff 
tells HiGH Ties, there is no reason the US. 
public should be advised of its tone or 
content. 
One private Bolivian individual—also a for- 
mer chief of state—to whom the Reagan 
people have conspicuously not spoken is Sr. 
Hernan Siles Zuazo, who would be ef presi- 
dente today except for the Cocaine Coup. 
Siles had decisively won last year's democrat- 
ic election, which was the instant occasion 
for the right-wing “authoritarian revolution. 
Having run the country from 1956 to 1960, 
Siles Zuazo had returned leading a highly 
popular moderate-to-left coalition with stiff 
reformist intentions. Siles was out to clean 
up "the illicit enrichment of government 
members-both the nouveau riche snort 
generals and the various more established 
official contrabandistas, who for years have 
regularly smuggled duty-free garbage into 
Bolivia: American cars, TVs, electric gad- 
gets, booze, cigarettes and so on. Siles had 
gathered his popularity with tough talk— 
even though military hand grenades tend- 
ed to go off at Siles campaign rallies, and at 
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one point his entire staff, except for vice- 
presidential candidate Jaime Paz Zamora, 
died in the crash of a plane chartered from 
Lucho Arce's private transport firm. 

Colonel Arce's falangistas have an ideo- 
logical repugnance for the very notion of 
free elections, and demonstrated that ful- 
somely in mid June last year with a prelimi- 
nary mini-putsch in Santa Cruz. Coordinated 
right-wing mobs stormed and occupied a 
strategic selection of official buildings, in- 
cluding the American consulate, where 
Ambassador Marvin Weizman had been 
impudently outspoken in favor of this free- 
election effeminacy. They also took over 
the district police prefecture and all the 
courthouses: ‘And when the damage by vi- 
olence and fire was totaled up’ recalls Ar- 
gentine journalist Gregorio Selzer, “it was 
found that all the dossiers pertaining to co- 
caine-paste producers and contrabandistas 
in Santa Cruz Department had vanished 
from the archives at the mayors office and 
the police prefecture. Whatever papers the 
Banzeristas, falangistas, or simple gangsters 
couldn't carry away had been burned on 
the spot.” 

This was an admonitory warning, it 
would appear, but the campaign proceeded 
nonetheless, with Siles Zuazo winning han- 
dily and reminaing president-elect until 
July 17 when the rightists and the pichicata 
hoods put a stop to this electoral nonsense 
once and for all. Siles slipped out of La Paz 
that day through Garcia Meza's “security” 
forces, and went underground with a small 
contingent of staff and supporters. Soon, 
such was the heat in Bolivia for anyone 
who had ever seriously opposed the coke 
trade that it was clearly time to leave. Inte- 
rior minister Selum’s whole staff had re- 
signed in despair and horror, shortly before 
the Cocaine Coup when one of their main 
press contacts, Fr Luis Espifal of the muck- 
raking Jesuit weekly Aguf, had been “disap- 
peared” by Lucho Arce's private falangistas; 
before they murdered Father Espifial, they 
tortured him for the names of people in Se- 
lum’s ministry who had been feeding him 
tidbits about who was who in the pichicata 
racket. It was clearly time for Siles Zuazo 
and his people to take their case elsewhere. 

Inthe United States, by this time, Reagan's 
people were in office, which meant that the 
State Department was not about to take se- 
riously any popular-choice candidate who 
had been chased out of his country by a 
suitably “authoritarian” revolution; Gener- 
al Banzer, not Sr. Siles, was the obvious pri- 
vate individual with whom to deal. Though 
just a year before, Senator Dennis deConci- 
ni of Arizona had led some lively investiga- 
tions into the top-rank pichicata colonels of 
Bolivia, it seemed no one in Congress now 
could get properly exercised over the issue. 
The administration, after all, was now as- 
siduously wooing the ViolaVidela regime 
in Argentina, which almost single-handedly 
perfected the art of “disappearing” unwant- 
ed citizens, pesky union organizers, muck- 
raking editors and any stray eyewitnesses; 
and Jeane Kirkpatrick was eating at the 
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‘Business as usual in La Paz, under the narco-military dictatorship. 


same table with the people who had blud- 
geoned Steve Biko to death in jail, and she 
reportedly kept down her shrimp cocktail 
just fine, thanks. If these people were only 
agreeably “authoritarian” then how much 
more “totalitarian” could the new Bolivian 
junta be, merely because they were up to 
their epaulets in narcotics? Anyway, word 
was out that the international fascist net- 
work hada standing contract on deConcinis 
life now; any legislator condemning the 
new La Paz junta might lose considerably 
more than mere entrée to fashionable Wash- 
ington parties thrown by Reagan flunkies 

‘The US. media was all at sixes and sevens 
on the issue too. ‘A new sinister element has 
been added to the coalition of shameless in- 
terests that are today oppressing the Boliv- 
ian people’ early press releases from Siles’s 
group, the Government of National Unity, 
declared urgently. “This is the narcotics 
traffic, which has now generated sufficient 
economic power to become a political pow- 
ex’ Weirdly, even though these releases 
were gloriously antidope in tone and con- 
tent, no one at all picked up on them. The 
US. media were having a glorious antidope 
orgy all their own: John and MacKenzie 
Phillips all over the tube confessing like 
crazy, TV Guide running its own miniseries 
on coke in Hollywood, Time doing a lurid 
cover on some heroin epidemic among the 
middle-class white people—America’s ob- 
session with drugs was enormous and elec- 
trically prurient, but it drew the line at 
filthy reality. 

Only one halfway popular media outlet 
was ready to listen to Siless people, and this 
one was exceedingly unlikely: HicH Times 
magazine, which for seven years has been 
romantically portraying the snorting of 
cocaine as an anarchistic challenge to au- 
thoritarian repression. But there, in last De- 
cember's issue, in the "Highwitness News 
section, Americans got a blow-by-blow tab- 
loid summary of the previous summer's 
Cocaine Coup: Mosca Monroy bazookaing 
the Jesuits, Mary Helen Spooner with her 
feet to the fire, and so on ad nauseum. So an 
activist journalist under the nom de plume 
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of Manuel Capercuna, with close ties to the 
Committee for the Defense of Democracy 
(CONADE}, and to Siles, sniffed out this un- 
likely dope organ. Hich Times thought it 
grand absurd romance: midnight rendez 
vous in shabby taverns with loud juke- 
boxes, documents in several languages 
changing hands, coded passwords over 
possibly tapped phones. They took to call- 
ing Capercuna el garganto profunda, for 
“Deep Throat!’ There turned out to be no 
contradiction at all. The laws against co- 
caine make it the perfect cover for right- 
wing extremists who have to make a lot of 
secret money, and have enough stateside 
political influence to move snort, in regular 
large-weight quantities, from the Andes 
into America. HicH Times, Capercuna was 
astonished to learn, doesnt like this any 
better than Reader's Digest does. 

Lurid and juicy coke exposés are only one 
subsidiary aspect of CONADE'’s interna 
tional effort to isolate the Garcia Mezajunta 
and hopefully shame it out of La Paz. “The 
strategy for resistance is not armed strug- 
gle’ Capercuna realistically distinguishes, 
"but the disintegration and disorientation 
of the military by exposing their own divi- 
sions and pitting them one against the other’ 
‘This would appear to be working. Thanks 
largely to CONADE's lobbying in civilized 
nations, at this writing the new junta has 
been recognized only by the predictable 
klatch of “authoritarian” despotries—Ar- 
gentina, Paraguay, Uruguay, the Republic of 
South Africa, Taiwan—along with (strange 
bedfellows] Israel and the USSR. Having al- 
ready blundered into a pitiful "economic 
aid” swindle with Argentina (see box), Gen- 
eral Garcia Meza's inept narco-bureaucrats 
are said to be on the continual verge of coup 
themselves, at the hands of some seven op- 
posing generals, including the redoubtable 
Hugo Banzer. There's a large question of 
whether dope mafiosi are competent at all 
torun country, and CONADE is exploiting 
this question intensely. 


Just seven years ago, when HiGH TIMES was 
launched with an exuberant sneeze of dope- 


anarchy it was still mainly accurate to char- 
acterize the fashionable coke trade as the 
work of rapscallion, freebooting, jet-set pri- 
vateers like Snowblind's Zachary Swann. A 
lot of these independent young pirates real- 
ly did go right up onto the altiplana, all by 
themselves, and haggle over bushels of 
coca leaves with Quechua and Aymara In- 
dians in outdoor village markets, where 
used dry-cell batteries are employed as stan- 
dard coca weights on copper balance scales. 
Since these Yankee snowbirds were scarce 
and enormously personable, they present- 
ed no particular threat to the traditional An- 
dean coke mafiosi, who would even lab 
their leaves down to snort for them occa- 
sionally, on contract. 

Of course, people like Zachary Swann got 
incredibly rich overnight. This was not lost 
on the coke mafiosi. One of them in partic- 
ular, an ultraright millionaire named Ro- 
berto Gasser, who runs the biggest sugar 


Col. Luis “Lucho” Arce (aight) resigns from Interior Ministry 
“fa prove hs Innocence” against charges of coke moving. 
Ironically, no one i atking Arce to answer well-documented 
‘charges that he personally engineered the mass torture a 
Kidnap orgy after the Cocaine Coup. 
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monopoly in Santa Cruz Department, had 
these people taken into the confidence of 
his main local lieutenants, When the snow- 
birds came to Santa Cruz, they would be 
wined and dined magnificently, shown the 
sights in air-conditioned Mercedes-Benzes, 
and go to bed each night with an affablecom- 
panion, anda heaping bow! of coca leaves on 
the hotel nightstand. They were in on the 
ground floor, Fat City: plenty of flake and 
chunk and crystal, dirt cheap, in regular 
consignments, and prepaid  reserved- 
passage flights on Braniff back to the States. 

Gasser, it turns out, was one of Pres. Hu- 
go Banzer’s main supporters in Santa Cruz, 
At the same time as the cruzeria mafiosi 
were learning from the snowbirds all the 


best big consumer connections in the USA, 
Banzer was cranking up a monumental 
“dope war’ with the US. State Department 
and the Drug Enforcement Administration, 
It went into full swing after 1975, when the 
snowbirds had overstayed their usefulness; 
the mafiasi cruzefa knew all the tricks now, 
and the Banzeristas needed bust statistics to 
look good and clean in the eyes of Uncle Sam. 

‘And while the Banzeristas chalked up 
these impressive bust statistics, they kept 
the US. State Department and the DEA 
pleasantly occupied up on the high altipla- 
no, counting coca bushes on Quechua and 
Aymara hillsides. 

There are two main regions in Bolivia 
where coca leaves are grown for traditional 


consumption: the Yungas, along the high 
Andean slopes, and the plateau Chapari 
around Cochabamba. Altogether they pro- 
duce about 50 tons of leaves per year, good 
tasty Erythroxylon coca—to be distinguished 
from the Peruvian Coca truxillense species, 
which is what the Mallinckrodt and Merck 
and Coca-Cola people use, and the low- 
yield Coca novogranatense species of down- 
land Colombia. 

They chew it a lot, the Quecha and Ay- 
mara—about two ounces of leaf per worker 
per day, estimates anthropologist Andrew 
Weil, divided into eight cheek-sized cocada 
quids. They have to chew it, it's necessary 
for their life on the altiplano, and they've 

continued om page 7 


Astrange plan was conceived afew years ago when 
Gen. Hugo Banzer was running Bolivia. The brain- 


child of immigration vice-minister Guido Strauss, it called for 
the resettling of up to 150,000 white Rhodesians and South 
Africans in Bolivia's Amazon territories bordering Brazil. Tout- 
ing the benefits of relocation, Strauss even bragged to a for- 
eign journalist that white settlers “would not find our Indians 
more lazy or stupid than their Negroes” During the same peri- 
‘od, quiet meetings were being held among military planners 
from the Republic of South Africa, Argentina, Brazil, Uruguay 
and the United States. Rumors circulated that Argentina and 
the RSA in particular were pushing for the establishment of a 
new geopolitical military bloc, a South Atlantic Treaty Organi- 
zation (SATO) patterned after NATO. 

The Banzer regime was then under both internal and exter- 
nal pressure to bow to the democratic revival that was 
sweeping across the southern flank of the so-called Andean 
Pact countries (Venezuela, Colombia, Ecuador, Peru and Bo- 
livia). By 1978, Ecuador and Peru had already conducted pres- 
idential and congressional elections, and Bolivia followed 
suit—though with a quite different result. The democratic 
process in Bolivia only served to polarize the divergent ideo- 
logical factions: the polished neofascists of the Southern 
Cone and the liberal democrats of the Andean Pact. Bolivia 
became the battleground for the two conflicting ideologies. 

While Bolivians tried, against severe obstacles, to regain 
power through the polls, the successive military juntas of Gen- 
erals Videlaand Viola in Buenos Aires were working behind the 
scenes to convert Bolivia into a virtual Argentine satellite. 
The repressive techniques of Argentina's military machine 
were exported to Bolivia through “intelligence” chief Lucho 
Arce and his spanking-new paramilitary squads. And when 
General Garcia Meza finally conducted his bloody July 17 
coup d'etat, Buenos Aires immediately offered $200 million 
in emergency loans to prop up the foundering Bolivian econ- 
‘omy. The offer was not without its catch-22. Argentina got in 


exchange an extremely favorable natural-gas deal. Instead 
of buying at the going rate of $5.40/mpc, Argentines virtually 
stole it from the so-called Government of National Recon- 
struction at a mere $2.30/mpc, worth a $200-million annual 
loss to the Bolivian treasury. Furthermore, witn the exception 
of Santa Cruz’ illicit “green revolution” Bolivia's agricultural 
production is shrinking, making the country increasingly de- 
Pendent on the importation of high-priced Argentine grain 
(ust ask the Russians about the price). With an annual infla- 
tion rate of more than 40 percent, only cocadollars and the 
sellout to Argentina keep the narco-fascists in power. 
Though both topographically and historically Bolivia is 
primarily an Andean nation, the Garcia Meza regime, in es- 
sence if not in fact, has seceded from the Andean Pact. 
While the Andean countries initially took a strong and united 
stance against the Garcia Meza usurpation in La Paz, recent 
border clashes between two of them—Ecuador and Peru— 
have blocked any unified opposition to the infiltration of 


The Southern Cone alliance, meanwhile, has problems of 
its own. A territorial squabble between Chile and Argentina 
continues to smolder over the Beagle Channel at the icy Pa- 
tagonian tip of the continent. And, even as the SATO pros- 
pect was encouraged by the election of Ronald Reagan in 
the United States, Brazil began hinting that it was leery of a 
military alliance with racist South Africa. With a huge black 
Population of its own and an almost messianic belief that it 
will soon emerge as one of the world's major powers, Brazil 
now seems more drawn to improving its relations with black 
Africa than to siding with the hated apartheidists. 

The massive resettlement of white Africans in Bolivia 
hasn't happened yet, but it surprised no one when South Afri- 
ca was among the first nations to recognize the Garcia Meza 
government. Moreover, it was reported that following the 
coup a group of Bolivian military officers was invited to Preto- 
ria, while a Bolivian banker flew back and forth from La Paz 
to South Africa negotiating for desperately needed financial 
assistance. 

With or without Brazil, SATO is bound to gain the support 
of the Reagan administration as one more means of defend- 
ing the “free world” against “Soviet expansionism’ By the 
same token, if the fascists retain control in Bolivia, the first 
wave of Afrikaaner settlers will probably arrive in Bolivia be- 
fore the end of the decade, consolidating a new, interconti- 
nental white alliance. 

The more repressive the subcontinent becomes, the more 
secure Prime Minister Botha will feel in Pretoria. At least, if 
all else fails in South Africa, the Boers will be able to recircle 
their lager in the same hospitable part of the world that 35 
years ago welcomed Adolf Eichmann, Martin Borman and Dr 
Edward Mengele when their applecart overturned. 
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—because he was scared to death of 
"germs! His closest friends were never- 
theless city pigeons, who nested by the 
score in any place where he lived. His 
name was Nikola Tesla. Someday his crazi- 
ness may set us all free forever, or it might 
just kill us all. 


www 


Consider this compass, ladies and gentle- 
men. The needle always points north. 
That's the secret, understand? It doesn't do 
anything itself, it only points north. It does 
nothing itself, but something is being done 
toit, all the time. Anywhere you go in this 
world, this needle will always be made to 
point north, or south, if you happen to be 
on that side of the equator. If you point it in 
any other direction with your finger—like 
80, see?—something draws it back to north- 
ward. Everywhere you go, something 
works on this compass needle. 

‘This thing that works, ladies and gentle- 
men—this power—is at work everywhere, 
all the time. It works everywhere, continu- 
ously, forever and for nothing. For free! Free 
power, fools, do you understand it and what 
it means? It looks deceptively weak and 
simple here—a little magnetized needle, 
afloat on a cork in water, pointing simply 
but steadily to the north, But think! If we 
can tap into this power, it will be colossal 
beyond imagining, and everlasting, and to- 
tally free. 

These are hard times, ladies and gentle- 
men. We are poor, desperately poor, and get- 
ting poorer all the time. But all around us we 
have this invisible power, free, if we will only 
tap into it, How should we beggar ourselves 
by ignoring this power, and impoverish our 
children yet unborn? Imbeciles! Lunatics! 
Can't you see it's free??? 


SS 


‘That was always Nikola Tesla’s problem. 
His energy was free, and so how then could 
it possibly find any buyers? 

He couldnt sell it in Europe, for sure. 
This Croatian engineer sustained his great, 
shattering energy intuition in his early 20s 
—a wonderful epiphany that occurred on a 
balmy, pigeon-fluttering afternoon in a park 
in Budapest, Hungary, when he was working 
for Continental Edison, formed by Old Tom 
of the same name back in New Jersey, USA. 
While everyone at Continental Edison was 
properly thrilled by Tesla's new concepts 
(as much of them as they could compre- 
hend, anyway), no one there had the au- 
thority to put them into practice. They 
were, the simplest of them, horrendously 
revolutionary. 

Take Mr Edison's cherished direct-current 
(DC) electronics system. With all due re- 
spect to the founder of Continental, this isa 
frustratingly limited and inefficient way to 
pump electrical energy along copper wires. 
If we must use copper wires, or wires at all 
{there are better ways, fools!), then why 
must we be hamstrung with direct current? 
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Observe how pitifully it works. We have 
to build and operate a separate generating 
station for every mile of DC wire, because 
that’s as far as you can pump electricity 
through copper wires with DC, And the 
generator itself! Disgraceful! Those horrid 
wire brushes spinning in metal drums, 
shedding all that horrible racket; those flar- 
ing sparks, heating until the brushes melt, 
that’s noise! Light! Heat! Power! It'sall power 
and it’s being wasted right there in the 
bloody generator! 

‘And the power that's left is sluiced into the 
copper wires and pours down along them 
like water. Like water! God in heaven, are 
we working with 19th-century electronics 
or mere Archimedean hydraulics? Just like 
the tenantsat the top floor of a tenement en- 
joy hardly any water pressure at all (hy- 
draulics! Feh!), so also the people toward 
the one-mile limit of DC propulsion have 
dimmer lights that flicker wretchedly. 

It would be so simple and economical to 
improve all this, improve it far beyond rec- 
ognition. Merely close the DC rotor coils 
and energize them by magnetic induction! 
Stationary field coils carrying multiphase 
alternating current! Alternating current 
(AC), a cyclone of electromagnetism! 
Cheap, smooth, silent, sparkless, colassal 
electric power. So much power from one 
generator that you could feed it literally 
thousands of miles, all around the world. So 
much power that instead of building auxil- 
jary generators every mile, you would have 
to build transformer units especially to step 
the current down, after you siphon it off the 
main feeder cable, so that it doesn't short 
out every light bulb and icebox in the dis- 
trict, Would this not be a wonderful thing, 
so simple and so much better? If you must 
use wires at all, by God, sirs, this is how it 
ought to be done, Without those cursed 
wires, of course, you could merel 

Well, yes, Nikola, very illuminating. They 
promoted him to the Paris office of Continen- 
tal Edison, and when they couldn't keep a lid 
on him there, either, they bought him deck 
passage on a steamer to New York and then 
shipped him out in the fall of 1884, with let- 
ters of respectful recommendation to Old 
‘Tom himself. Typically of his life, somebody 
trotted off with all Tesla’s luggage at the Paris 
railroad terminal, and somebody else lifted 
his wallet. Only his photographic memory, 
with his passage ticket number indelibly im- 


printed onit, got him on the boat. On the way 
across, he blundered by absent-minded ac- 
cident into a free-for-all among the crew 
members, complete with brass knucks and 
belaying pins. He cleared immigration at 
Battery Park in Manhattan with just four 
cents, a dramatic assortment of livid 
bruises decorating his dark and handsome 
features, and the very important communi- 
cations to Mr. Edison in his pocket. 

Alternating current would be a conspicu- 
ous savings for Old Tom, sure enough. 
Imagine: no more big complicated power 
stations for every single mile of Edison 
wire. A whole hell of a lot less work, by 
God, for all the contractors and construc- 
tion workers of New York and New Jersey. 
Since Consolidated Edison, Inc, was then 
(and still is) one of the main contracting and 
construction companies in New York and 
New Jersey, Old Tom was damned if hed 
fool around with this newfangled AC 
booshwah. Terrible dangerous idea, Old 
‘Tom called it. All that electricity all’ over, 
trillions of volts maybe, terrible, terrible 
dangerous. Think of the children! Enough 
of em fried themselves dead every year on 
low-test, old-fashioned Edison DC. And 
now some crazy Croat wants to have tril- 
lions of volts sizzling all up and down the 
whole blame country? Unthinkable. Irre- 
sponsible. Obscene! 

So Old Tom securely deep-sixed Nikola 
‘Tesla's alternating-current proposal, and to 
keep an eye on him made him a company 
troubleshooter. Poor Tesla spent a year at it, 
conscientiously railroading all over the Con 
Ed system, going nights on end without 
sleep, haranguing plant foremen, hand-cor- 
recting shoddy repairs, and just generally 
studying the hell out of this Stone Age DC 
system. 

Most of the time he spent on the drawing 
board, scribbling away feverishly. And 
presently he came to Old Tom with a sheaf 
of blueprints: improved generator designs, 
streamlined switching systems, efficient ca- 
ble weave, the very best and most cost-effi- 
cient technology that could ever be designed 
for direct current electronic transmission. 
(Old’Tom was hearty and generous: "There's 
fifty thousand dollars init for you if you can 
doit!” he guaranteed the kid, with a manly 
slap on the back, and a hearty American 
handshake that raised the hair on the back 
of Nikola’s neck. 


So Nikola Tesla proceeded to put through 
the US. Patent Office no fewer than 24 ap- 
plications for brilliant new dynamo designs 
and support systems, All were duly ap- 
proved, in the name of Consolidated Edi- 
son, Inc. And when Nikola went to Old 
Tom for that 50K, Old Tom damn near 
threw out another hernia laughing. “Tesla, 
you don't understand our American sense 
of humor!” 

Nikola Tesla, of gentle European descent, 
certainly did not understand any such 
cheating, abominable thing. He had a most 
infernal sense of honor and decency, in fact. 
Before Old Tom could even get around to 
citing the drastically reduced sum he'd real- 
ly meant to pay this troublemaking young 
Croat, he was astonished to see Tesla turn 
elegantly on his heel and stalk silently off 
the Con Ed premises, forever. 
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Hard times loomed. The railroads, the tele- 
graph, and this rudimentary DC system 
had all been laid out, all over America, over 
a ten-year binge of industrial speculation 
and investment, but by the ‘80s industrial 
capital was in short supply. The major in- 
vestors and developers, like Edison and J.P 
Morgan and Jay Gould and soon, were con- 
tent now to assemble their assets, accumu- 
late their coupons, and fight over what was 
left in vicious boardroom battles on Wall 
Street. Meanwhile, they weren't hiring, so 
‘everyone was out of work. And they certainly 
‘werent buying ideas like this new AC non- 
sense of Teslas, which would complicate 
their profit taking intolerably by sparking a 
new binge of speculation and investment. 
‘There was independent money around, 
though, if you lucked into it. By sheer luck, 
Nikola ‘Tesla wound up in 1885 digging 
ditches in New York, on a labor squad di- 
rected by a foreman who happened to be an 
electronics-gadgetry nut. This crazy Croat, 
needless to say just by leaning over hisshovel 
and opening his mouth, could bedazzle an 
electronics-gadgetry nut for hours on end, 
company time. This foreman happened to 
have a little gelt salted away, and so did 
some of his Long Island friends. And Nikola 
Tesla was a magnificent rapper, so long as 
you didn't go aggressively shaking his hand, 
slapping his back, and insisting on direct 
eye contact throughout the conversation 


The Tesla Electric Company was duly set 
up, with minimal investor bread, on West 
Broadway and Bleecker Street, where So: 
Ho now starts. It took Nikola only a few 
months to whip together a working model 
ofan AC generator— though it took months 
more to get it through the bedazzled US. 
Patent Office, where the bedazzled officers 
insisted on seven different basic-concept 
blueprint designs for it. At the end of the 
first year, Nikola Tesla personally held 30 
basic patents: motors, alternators, trans: 
formers and control systems for one-, two- 
and three-part AC transmitters. As he got 
deeper into it all, he began observing terrif- 
ic new things about basic physics itself, 
things a person could never put down on a 
patent form. 

He got rich, after a fashion, fora while. In 
1888 he gave a historic speech on AC before 
the American Institute of Electrical Engi- 
neers. One of the auditors was George West- 
inghouse, the erstwhile railroad whiz whod 
invented the railroad air brake and gotten 
enormously rich, Recognizing pneumatics 
as a fairly dead-end field for industrial de- 
velopment, and having no vested interests 
in DC, Westinghouse was ready to plunge. 
‘The Gay ‘90s were palpably in the wind 
now; there was the smell of new invest- 
ments, new inventions everywhere. This 
32-year-old Croat had clearly come up with 
a better mousetrap. Westinghouse gave 
him $1 million cash for the title toall his pat- 
ents so far, and guaranteed him a $1 royalty 
—US. and foreign—for every unit of horse- 
power his system might generate. 

Nikola Tesla's salad days were brief, but 
magnificently overcivilized. Having a half 
million bucks in the bank (he very scrupu- 
lously split 50-50 with his investors), Nikola 
proceeded to take outa suite at the wonder- 
ful Waldorf-Astoria, créme de la creme of in- 
ternational hostelry. He appeared in the 
dining room promptly at eight each evening, 
in black tuxedo with crimson cummerbund, 
and ate alone at a private table 

Women were crazy about him, of course. 
This darkly handsome, sleek and burning 
eyed genius, a millionaire at 32, unattached, 
mysterious, cultivated, continental, affa- 
ble, eloquent, and just a trace obviously 
mad—he was so very altogether delicious, 
Sarah Bernhardt herself made disgracefully 
public overtures to him, to the delight of the 
Hearst scandalmongers. 


It came to nothing but headlines. When 
Nikola Tesla died, it appears that he was as 
innocent of the so-called pleasures of the 
flesh as he'd been the day he was born—86 
years of unrippled, unfrustrated celibacy. 
‘The belles of Manhattan gave up on him 
early, reluctantly but realistically. The man 
never spoke to anyone at the Waldorf until 
he had eaten, resolutely alone. While he 
ate, he generally had the waiter hand him 
about two dozen freshly starched and laun- 
dered linen handkerchiefs in succession. 
After dinner, in the main saloon, he was de- 
pendably captivating and loquacious, even 
fiery when it came to his revolutionary new 
physical technology—unless some aggres- 
sive investor or debutante came up and 
forcibly grabbed his hand and pumped it in 
introduction, whereupon poor Nikola 
would queasily excuse himself and spend 
ten minutes in the lavatory scrubbing each 
possibly contaminated finger with special 
antiseptic soap. And you only saw him in 
the early evening. The rest of the time, 
when civilized investors or debutantes 
were either dancing the night away or nurs- 
ing the daylight hangovers, this crazy Croat 
was working on his draftboard, or in his 
clectric company. 

Nikola Tesla was, by any scale of sociabil- 
ity, a cold fish. 
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But just visit his Bleecker Street lab, and 
dear God what a display! No decent mad- 
scientist movie will ever be made without 
using the flashing, bursting, smashing, daz- 
zling glass-and-steel electrical incunabula 
with which Nikola Tesla merely amused 
himself, to impress visitors and to kick the 
ass of old Tom Edison, 

Edison, of course, was desperately filling 
the Hearst papers with scientific-sounding 
jeremiads about the certain and horrible 
consequences of this alternating-current 
witchcraft, Goddammit, it just produced 
too much juice, Old ‘Tom wailed, the world 
wasnt ready forit. "Just ascertain as death’ 
he guaranteed the papers, “Westinghouse 
will kill a customer within six months after 
he puts ina system of any size’ To prove it, 
Edison got a lot of people physically killed, 
dead forever, with this newfangled Tesla- 
Westinghouse AC. 

The first AC casualty was one William 
Kemmler. Kemmler had been duly convict- 
ed of chopping several people up with an ax 
and was silting on Death Row at Sing-Sing, 
waiting remorsefully to be duly hanged, 
when Old Tom pressured the Auburn ad- 
ministrators into installing a primitive AC 

humane execution” unit. The unit took the 
form, now archetypal, of asteel chair frame 
outfitted with a steel bonnet and leather 
shackles. Kemmler, uncomprehending but 
ready to pay for his crimes, duly sat down 
in it and was strapped in tight. Contrary to 
Old Tom's prediction, the 10,000 or so volts 
of AC didn't instantly put out all Kemmler’s 
interior lights; the amperage wasn't nearly 
continued on page 93 
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full-blown chorus of coyotes, 
and buckets of hard 

rain lashed the windows like 
shotgun pellets. Lightning 
struck the big power line just 
east of us and turned night into 
day for @ lingering instant. Then 
the shock of the thunder 
combined with the wind and 
the little trailer lurched like 


Jumped out into that midnight 
madness and fought my way 
down to our precious garden. 
By the light of a fluorescent 
lantern, | could see that the 
plants were doing fine, staked 


was running full and roaring, 
but those beautiful plants were: 
ust soaking up all that good 
clean water and loving every 
minute of it, standing tall and 
proud. 
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The Sonora Desert is a 
goog! phenomenon that 
covers most of southern Arizona 
‘and a good-sized chunk of 
northern Mexico. Wild and 
untamed, it’s a great place to be 
alone, with nobody about to 
bother you, ‘cept for the 
buzzards. Problem is, it's only 
livable in the winter and spring. 
Come summer, the 
temperature climbs past 100 


burrow for the duration. 
Summer is also the time of 
stofms—tierce, black, roiling 
thunderstorms that boil up out 
of the mountains in an often 
successful attempt to drown 
the dusty ground. Gully 
washers. Flash-flood city. 


by The Cactus Kid 


And then there are the 
rattlesnakes: sidewinders. Gila 
monsters. Scorpions. 
Torantulas. Wild pigs. A 
hundred varieties of stinging 
ants. And a climate that can Fry 
your brains right there in your 
skull, like an oversized hard- 
boiled egg. 

The prudent person stays 
the hell away from there, 
preferring the air-conditioned 
comfort of a house in town. But 
if youre crazy enough, you can 
turn this hostile climate to 
excellent advantage. Drill a 
well or haul some water, then 
plant a few well-chosen seeds. 
With patience and some hard, 
‘sweaty work, you can make 
that stinking desert bloom! 

Plant in the early spring. 
Never a danger of a late frost. 
Irrigate heavily, and the little 


seedlings will soak it up with 
all that impossibly bright 
sunshine, and they'll grow like. 


Comes the fall. The days 


You watch 
it lovingly, and at the peak, 
pluck it. Move over, California! 
Desert dope is here! () 
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LWAYS WE AWAKE TO OUR METAMORPHOSED CONDITION, 
to the awareness that the strange body in the bed is 
our own. Women awake and discover, after centuries 
of dreaming, that they are men. Worms awaken into 
birds and music bursts from their astonished throats. 
An elderly businessman awakes and knows himself 
to be a plane tree: His leaves reach for the light and 
swell with growth. Often the amazement is too much 

tobear, and our awakening is brief. Weslip back into being the rudi- 

mentary creatures that we were. We become less, and sleep re- 

‘sumes its old sovereignty, until once more, without warning, we 

awaken. 

Soit was when Francis awoke, one morning in July. He had gone 
to bed a 10-year-old; he woke 26 years older. Even before his eyes 
were open the shock of the transformation had wiped out the par- 
ticulars of his old identity. He was free, therefore, simply to glory 
in this enormous fulfillment: the mass of his arms, the breadth of 
his chest, his sheer immensity. He stood up. He stretched, and 
touched, with his fingertips, the plaster nubbles of the room's low 
ceiling. So big! 

And there, in the mirror mounted to the closet door, was the proof 
of his transformation and its benediction, His, the mustache, the 
smile, the teeth. His, the legsandarms, the muscled neck, the... . . His 
mind, abashed, refused to name it, but it was his as well, with all 
the rest. 

He thought: I must get dressed. 

In clothes he was even more amazingly a grown-up. Tying a tie 
had proved to be beyond him, but there was, in the same drawer 
as his socks, a single clip-on bow, white polka-dots on maroon. 

And in the closet, on a shelf, a straw hat. 

He clattered down the fire stairs, 20 flights, each flight a full 
clockwise rotation through the four points of the compass, and ar- 
rived in the lobby giddy and out of breath, but still exultant, like a 
painter on the day of vernissage. Here he was, for all the world to see! 

‘An older man than himself, in the most magnificent of uni- 
forms, approached. His heart poised at the edge of panic, but the 
man in the uniform was (though curious) entirely deferential. 

"Good morning, Mr. Kellerman. Isn't the elevator working? It 
‘was just a moment ago’’ 

"Oh, Yes, right. The elevator" He smiled. 

His name was Mr. Kellerman! 

‘There were mirrors all over the lobby, and as he made his way 
before them, he couldn't keep from grinning. The name—his 
name—repeated itself inside his head like the tune of a solemn but 
still pretty spirited march. 

‘The man in the uniform slipped round him and opened the 
plate-glass door. 

“Thank you; he thought to say. 

The scalloped edge of the building's blue marquee brushed his 
hat as he walked beneath it. Walking along, he could see over the 
tops of the cars parked on the street. Whata difference it made, be- 
ing tall! His muscles all worked so much harder. He felt like Frank- 
enstein, giant hands swinging like counterweights to the crashing 
of his feet. He flexed his thick fingers. On the middle finger of his 
right hand was a ring, a square black chunk of something encased 
in gold. Smash, crash, smash, crash, he crossed the street, passing 
a woman being wheeled in a wheelchair by another younger 
woman. He tipped his hat to them and said, “Good morning, 


ladies” He was thrilled by the resonance of the voice that boomed 
from his chest. 

A grown-up... 

One by one, he thought of all the dirty words he knew, but didn't 
say them aloud, even in a whisper. He could have, though, any 
time he wanted to. He could be a dirty old bum, if that's what he 
‘wanted. Was it? he wondered. Probably not. 


AT FIRST THE NEIGHBORHOOD HAD BEEN NOTHING BUT TALL BRICK 
apartment buildings, but now he was on a block of small busi- 
nesses. In front of one store was a bench with newspapers on it. 
He wondered if they'd make any sense to him, They never had, 
before. 

He picked upa paper and tookit inside the store, which also sold 
candy and cigarettes. He must have been a foot taller than the boy 
behind the counter. 

“How much is this?" he asked, holding up the paper. 

The boy bent his head sideways, conveying in some indefinable 
way a sense of unfriendliness. “Quarter. 

He reached into his back pocket, where he had had the foresight 
to place that most essential item of the clothes that grown-ups 
wear, his billfold. It was stuffed full of money, more than he could. 
imagine spending all at once. He took outa dollar bill, handed it to 
the boy behind the counter, and waited for his change. The boy 
rang the register, took out three quarters, and handed them tohim, 
A shiver went up and down inside his body. He felt as though hed 
done something irrevocably adult. 

There was a café further down the block, called Lenox Café, 
where he sat down at a table next to the front window. While he 
waited for the waitress, he read the newspaper's headline: CARTER 
ARRIVES AND ESTABLISHES CONVENTION BASE. AIDES HAVE ALL PREPARA- 
TIONS READY FOR A FIRSPBALLOT NOMINATION WEDNESDAY. 

He read on a while longer, but it was all the same sort of thing 
and made no more sense than it ever had. He wasn't stupid— he 
knew what the words meant—but he really couldn't see why 
grown-ups ever got interested in the things newspapers wrote 
about. So, in fact, he wasn't a grown-up, completely. 

He wasand he wasn't. It was strange, but he didn’ t find it upset- 
ting. After all, lots of things are strange. 


WHEN THE WAITRESS CAME FROM THE BACK OF THE CAFE, SHE SAID, 
“Hello, Frank: 

“Oh, Hello there’ 

“Hello there, Ramona" she insisted. 

“What?" 

"My name: Ramona. Remember?" 

“Oh sure’ 

She smiled, in not a nice way. "What'll it be?” 

“Uh'! He knew he didn't like coffee. “How about a beer?" 
“Schaeffer's. Miller's. Bud. Heineken” 

“Heineken” 

She raised an cycbrow, tightened and tilted the side of her 
mouth. “That be all?” 

"Yes" 

Now that he'd ordered, he realized he didn’t want to stay in the 
café, where the waitress seemed to know him and he had to pre- 
tend to know her. 

She flipped the pink order book closed and putit in the pocket of 
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her apron. Under the apron she was wearing a very short and 
shimmery black dress with a white collar, and under the dress 
light stockings that made her legs look black and featureless. In 
some way he couldn't put his finger on she seemed all wrong. Yet 
there wasn't anything that unusual about her. She looked like 
almost any other waitress. And very strange. 

In fact, all the grown-ups he could see on the sidewalk outside 
the restaurant looked strange. Uncomfortable and dazed, as 
though, like him, they wereall having to pretend tobe grown-upsand 
didn't enjoy it. Himself, he loved it. Loved being a grown-up, that is. 
The pretending wasn't especially fun. He hadn't considered that 
there might be people who knew him, knew his name and maybe 
more important things, like where he worked, Assuming that he 
already had some kind of job, the way he already had a name. 

Mr Kellerman. It seemed a reasonable enough name. Mr—he 
looked inside the wallet again—Francis Kellerman. There it was, 
spelled out a dozen times: on his MasterCharge card, and on sim- 
ilar cards for different stores; on his Social Security card; on a card 
that said he was a member of something; and, yes, on a drivers 
license! 

The waitress, Ramona, came back with a bottle of beer anda 
glass. She poured some of the beer into the glass and set it down in 
front of him. 

“Thank you, Ramona; he said. "Here—" taking it from the 
billfold ‘is a dollar” 

She took the dollar and gave him a funny look. He decided he 
must have said the wrong thing, 

"Keep the change” he suggested. 

“*Prick;’ she said flatly, and walked to the back of the café. 

He tasted the beer, but he couldn't swallow any. He spit a 
mouthful of it back into the glass. 

“Blaigh!” he said, loud enough for Ramona to hear, and left the 
restaurant, leaving the worthless newspaper behind. As soon as 
he was out of the door he got the giggles, and couldn't stop till he 
was halfway back to the apartment where Mr. Francis Kellerman 
lived. 


WHEN HE GOT THERE, THOUGH, HE COULDN'T GET IN. THE BIG GLASS 
door was locked and there was no one in the lobby, so knocking 
wasn't any help. He knocked anyhow. No one came. If he'd had a 
set of keys. .. But (he looked in all his pockets) he didn’t. He'd for- 
gotten that grown-ups always use keys. 

Finally a lady came along who lived in the building, and she let 
him in, This time he used the elevator. Hed forgotten the apart- 
ment number, but he knew where it was along the hall. 

The door was open (the way he‘d left it probably), which was 
good, and someone was inside, which 
wasn't. A bald man with sunglasses was put- 
ting things intoa suitcase spread open on the 
unmade bed. 

"ey!" Francis said. 

‘The man looked up. He was holding stereo 
headphones. 

“Mister, you're in the wrong apartment,’ 
What had begun as a cautious rebuke ended 
up as out-and-out anger. The man was a bur- 
glar—he was robbing the apartment! 

The man backed away toward the kitchen. 
The spiraling wire of the headphones fol- 
lowed, bobbling. 

“Hey, you better get out of here. Right 
now!" His voice boomed incredibly. "Do you 
hear me—right now!" 

The man dropped the headphones and 
ducked through the open door of the kitchen. 
Francis could hear him rummaging around 
in the silverware. Looking (Francis realized 
with alarm) for a knife. 

Heacted quickly. Fighting, afterall, isstilla 
natural accomplishment for most boys his 
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This morning 
when I woke up 
Thad this 
grown-up body, 
but my head, 
inside, is only 
ten years old?’ 


age. He unplugged a floor lamp, upended it, and stood poised be- 
side the kitchen door. When the man came out, armed with a 
butcher knife, Francis let him have it. The lamp base raised a large 
lump on the man’s bald head, but he hadn't been cut or, fortunate- 
ly, killed. Francis didn’t know what hed have done with a dead 
body, but this one, which was only unconscious, was no problem. 
He dragged it out to the stairwell (where there was a second suit- 
case, packed and ready to go) and left it, the body, on the landing. 
He brought the suitcase back to his apartment. Then, feeling 
vengeful and mischievous, he went back, undressed the burglar 
(even took his underpants}, and threw all the clothes down the in- 
cinerator chute. Serves him right, he thought. 

This time when he left the apartment he didn't forget to take his 
keys and to lock the door behind him. 

“That son of a bitch’ he said aloud, when he was alone in the 
elevator. "Trying to steal my things. Son of a bitch” But he was ba- 
sically over feeling upset or angry or anything but tickled over the 
idea of the burglar waking up without his clothes. What would he 
think? What could he do? 


RETURNING TO THE BREEZY FREEDOM OF THE STREET, WHERE HE 
could go in any direction he wanted and where no one could tell 
him what to do or what not to, he began to realize how totally 
lucky he was, something that most of the other grown-ups around 
didn't seem to understand at all as clearly. He would go into stores 
and buy something, anything at all, just for the fun of spending 
his money. He bought flowers in a flower shop, and a book called 
Reassessments. He bought a bottle of perfume, an electric popcorn 
popper, another ring (for his left hand), a telephone that you could 
see the insides of, a $150 backgammon set (after the salesman had 
explained the basic rules}, and 20 Marvel comic books. Which 
‘was about as much, even with a shopping bag, as he could easily 
lug around. 

‘Then, as he was going pasta church, it occurred to him that God 
must be behind the whole thing that was happening to him. It was 
a Catholic church. He didn't know if he was a Catholic, or what, 
but it seemed logical that his not knowing that was as much God's 
doing as his, so it ought not to matter if he prayed here rather than 
some other church. The important thing was to stay on God's good 
side. 

‘There was no one else inside, so he went right up to the front and 
knelt down on one of the padded kneelers and started praying. First 
hethanked God for having made hima grown-up, thenasked, witha 
‘good deal of feeling, not to be changed back. After that there didn’t 
seem to be much else to say, since he didn't have friends or rela- 
tives to ask favors for, or enterprises to be concerned about. He did 
remember to ask to be forgiven for the dirty 
trick hed played on the burglar, but he won- 
dered if God would really have been angry 
with him for that, since, after all, he was a 
burglar. Before he left he unwrapped the 
flowers and put them in a vase on the altar. 
Beside the vase he placed the copy of Reas- 
sessments. Even though he wasn't sure that 
this was exactly the right offering, it seemed 
more appropriate than perfume or a popcorn 
Popper or his other purchases (which were 
all things, moreover, that he'd like to have for- 
himself), Anyhow, God would like the flow- 
ers. There were two dozen of them and 
were the most expensive kind they'd had in 
the shop. 


HE WAS DRIVING THE CAR HE'D RENTED AT 
Hertz Rent a Car, a bright red '76 Dodge 
Charger, driving it slowly and carefully on 
the least busy streets he'd been able to find. 
Ten blocks on a one-way street going north, 
then a right, and another right, and then ten 
blocks in the other direction. You only had to 


push the button marked Drive and steer. It 
was easy. Around and around, in and out of 
traffic. It was easy, but it wasn't as much fun 
asheld thoughtit would be beforehand, soafter 
only an hour of practice, he pulled up in front 
ofanarmy surplusstore intoa space that didn't 
require a lot of complicated parking. 
‘While he was locking the door, one of the 


girls whold been leaning against the store 
window came over and asked him if he 


wanted to score. 
"Hey, cowboy” she said, “you want to 
score?” 


Then there's no 
problem,’ said the 
hooker. “Just think 
about some little 


ten years old.” 

“"T believe it” 

“You do?" He couldn't tell from her tone of 
voice if that was true, but she seemed no less 
friendly than before. "It doesn't bother you?" 

“Listen, cowboy, your age doesn't matter, 
not to me. What the hell—J’m ten too’ 

"You are? Really?” 

"Sure, You could say we all are. Ina way. 
You know?” 

"No. I mean..." 

“Look here, in my eyes" He looked in her 
eyes. "You see?" 


She'd called him cowboy, because of the girl friend of yours “What am I supposed to be seeing?" 
hhat'and boots he was wearing, which hed "Me, age ten’ 
bought just after he'd come out of the church and leave the "You don't seem any different, or ...Oh” 
that afternoon. Aas or “You saw" 

“What?” he said. driving to me. "Maybe. But it wasn't... .what I thought it 

She pushed her tangly red hair back from would be! 


her eyes. “Do you want to fuck?” 

He was so astonished he couldn't think 
what tosay. But, really, why should he be sur- 
prised? He was a grown-up, and this was one 
of the most basic things that grown-ups did. 

So why not? 

“Why not he said. 

“It’s twenty bucks’ she said. She was able to talk without quite 
closing her mouth entirely. 

“Fine! he said. 

Her mouth opened alittle wider, and her tongue moved forward 
over her lower teeth, retracted, and came forward again. It 
seemed strange, but friendly even so. 

“Where do we go?" he asked. 

“You don't want to use the car?” 

"Oh. Right.’ He unlocked the door, and they got in. "Now 
what?" 

She told him where to drive, which was to a kind of parking lot 
beside the river. On two sides were broad brick buildings without 
windows. On the way here he'd gone through a red light and n 
ly run down a pedestrian. The girl had only laughed, She didn’ 
seem at all concerned about his driving, which was reassuring. 

‘When they were in the parking lot, she opened up his trousers 
and reached inside his its to take hold of his thing. He 
‘wondered if he wasn't supposed tobe doing the sametoher. He knew 
girls didn't have anything there but a crack. The idea was for the 
man to get his thing inside the woman's crack, and then to move 
around until some kind of juice squirted out. He started looking 
for buttons or a zipper on her shorts. 

She wiggled around and in no time her shorts were on the floor 
of the car. 

He bent forward so he could see where her crack was. She 
spread her legs helpfully. "You like that?" she asked. 

“I guess so” Then, because that didn’t seem adequate, or even 
polite, "Sure! But it lacked conviction. 

She took hold of his thing again and started tugging at it. It felt 
quite satisfying, like scratching poison ivy, but somehow it didn't 
seem right that he should be making love to this girl who didn't know 
te fick thing about him: She seemed so nice, and was trying so 


t 


“[ believe in being honest” he announced. 

"Oh boy.” She let go of his thing and pushed back her hair. "Here 
‘we go. What is it?” 

"You probably won't believe this” he began tentatively, “but I 
think I should tell you anyhow. I've got a kind of. .. problem, I 
guess you'd say.” 

“Yeah? What's that?" 

“I'm only ten years old." 

“No kidding. Ten years old” 

“I said you wouldn't believe it, but it's true. This morning when 
Iwoke up I had this grown-up body, but my head, inside, is only 


“Hows it different?” 
“Sadder, I guess. If that’s what you meant I 
should be seeing. I mean. ...Imeanitisn’tas 
though your age is printed there, like a 

driver's license’ 

“Have you got a driver's license?" she asked. 

“Oh yeah. They wouldn't let me have this car till I showed it to 
them! 

“Listen, cowboy, time flies. You want to do something, or don't 
you?" 

"Sure! He braced his mind against the words, and said them: 
"Td like to fuck you" 

“Then come here" 

He was already beside her, but she scrunched round into a dif- 
ferent position and made him do the same. 

"Comfortable?" she asked. 

“Fine, Sure!” 

"Okay. Now just relax. Close your eyes. Now tell me, what does 
it feel like when I do this?" 

“Warm/’ he said, after concentrating on the exact sen: 
“But not right there. In my stomach, more’ 

“Then there's no problem. Just think about some little girl friend 
of yours and leave the driving to me. All right?" 

“All right" 

The feeling in his stomach started to spread everywhere in his 
body. There were little bubbles of color fizzing in the darkness of 
his head. They became faces, faces of women whose names he 
almost remembered. It started to hurt. 

And then he could see the building where he would have to goto 
work tomorrow—a gigantic office building with gray glass walls. 
His back bent. His hands flexed in the air. His left boot pressed into 
the accelerator. His right was up on the seat of the car. 

He could see his whole life, clear as day. There was his desk, his 
telephone, a calendar that showeda single day ata time. And his sec- 
retary, Miss Appleton. His back bent in the other direction. There 
‘was a paper full of numbers, stacks of papers, and he understood 
them with a persistent clarity that was also a cloudy pain every- 
where inside him, a sorrow beyond the reach of his mind, which 
was now, again, as the child within fell back into its long, long 
slumber, the mind of a grown-up only. 

He came. 


ion. 


ALWAYS WE AWAKE TO OUR METAMORPHOSED CONDITION, TO THE 
awareness that the strange body in the bed is our own. Women 
awake and discover, after centuries of dreaming, that they are 
men. Worms awaken into birds and music bursts from their aston- 
ished throats. An elderly businessman awakes and knows himself 
to be a plane tree: His leaves reach for the light and swell with 
growth. Often the amazement is too much to bear, and our awaken- 
ing is brief. We slip back into being the rudimentary creatures that 
we were. We become less, and sleep resumes its old sovereignty. C) 
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Al Kayt 


Ann instructive narrative 
for travelers to Morocco 


turns pale green, the green of all 
emeralds, of finest jade, and the 
fingers become as leaves, even 
long pointed saw-edged leaves, 
joined at a common center, and ra- 
diating symetrically outward ina 
gesture of sublimest peace and 
welcome, Conceive a plant in the 
sky, surpassing green, that salutes 
all living things below with peace 
and welcome! It isa thing to con- 
foundall the sages and astrologers 
of the earth!” 

Replied the handmaid of his ser- 


vants, “It is called al-Kayf among 
we poor, O anointed lord. Just as 
the palm of the hand is called al- 
Kayf, when it stretcheth forth in 
peaceful greeting; and just as al- 
Kayf is also the treasured inward 
access of ease and benevolence to- 
ward all things which a poor man 
feels at the suspension of the day's 
toil, when witha pot of chilled but- 
termilk and a sherbet he resteth 
and admires God's artistry in the 
night sky. 

“Just so we call alKayf the 
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many-fingered green plant which 
you of the university call qunnab, 
my liege’ the damsel continued 
softly, “Despise it not, I pray thee. 
For all this night, through our 
merrymaking, have fed it thee, 
© Noor al-Deen Ibrahim, These 
bittersweet confections thou has 
so much enjoyed, my prince and 
lover, are nothing other than hon 
ey and bilberry pulp, laced with 
the powder of al-Kayf. In this way 
and no other have you come to be- 
hold, in your eyes and mind, the 
constellation which the poor have 
called al-Kayf the Peace-Giving, 
since time out of mind, before 
even the days of the Prophet Mu- 
hammad—on whose descendants 
be all honor.” 

"Now God is very great!” ex- 


claimed the wazeer, “I swear here 
and now that I will no more drink 
wine or fermented mare's milk, 
which are rightfully enjoined in 
the Holy Quran, for that they 
draw a yeil over the conscious- 
ness, and turn one’s mind from the 
proper contemplation of God's 
majesty! From this night, hence- 
forward and forever, Iwill eat only 
the gift of thisal-Kayf, and sinless 
ly savour this quiet joy, and the 
selfsame peace and clarity of this, 
night, O my daughter.” 

‘And so it even came to pass for 
Noor al-Deen Ibrahim, all his life, 
until there came to him the Sun- 
derer and Destroyer of All Things, 
and the End of Days, and he went 
to his rest under the everlasting 
stars. (continued) 
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‘These approaches are not casually un- 
dertaken, of course. His Illustrious 
Majesty Hassan I, who rules from 
faraway Rabat, accords the Rif Massif 
a perpetual neglect that is alleviated 
only by seasonal orgies of savage mili- 
tary oppression. A few seasons back, 
His Most Enlightened and Excellent 
Intelligence actually succeeded in 
having duly prosecuted and hanged a 
few of the closer relatives of some of 
the more prominent hashish traf 
ers of Ketama, Therefore, all transac- 
tions in this article are conducted 
largely under the rose, forthe time be- 
ing, in the following wise. 

Itisbest to motor northwards out of 
Ketama ina rented vehicle of Western 
make, garbed in shrieking Western fig: 
Stetson hat, polyester knit shirt with 
some horrid Protestant design on the 
breast pocket, reflector sunglasses, 
looking in general just as much like an 
American as you have sufficient stom- 
ach to counterfeit. Drive stowly and 
ostentatiously 

Within 20 miles, your car will be 
speedily overtaken and passed by the 
Moroccan equivalent of a '68 Chevy 
with a ‘65 Ford engine, operated by a 
15-yearold boy blaring his horn and 
waving enthusiastically. After you 
have proceeded up four more jack 
knife turns into the Rif, you will dis 
cover this individual atthe side ofthe 
road, puttering under his raised en- 
gine hood. You will stop, of course, 
and offer assistance—though you may 
actually know less of automotive engi 
neering than you know of Arabic, 
even, 

It is best to let the boy say “hashish” 
first, which he dependably will within 
a couple of moments, Then, after 
some more vigorous nodding, toothful 

grinning, and suggestive finger gestur 
ing hashish issmoked the same in any 
faith or tongue) he gets back into his 
car, and you back into yours, and you 


simply follow him to his home. 

Here, once the introductions to the 
family shaykh have been properly ef 
fected—You are a friend of his boy Ab 
ullahi? Very nice, avery smart boy a 
most remarkable strong young boy— 
you will drink green tea with him in 
the chicken-ridden courtyard for 
hours, tea sweet enough to stick your 
throat together like alum, Withal 
‘once this eagle-eyed paterfamilias has 
determined to his satisfaction that you 
are probably not of the Eyes and Ears 
of the King in Rabat (may God give 
hhim long life!) then he presently will 
produce the yard-long, copper. 
bowled sebsi smoking pipe, and place 
it diffidently in view. Is it not a hand. 
some artifact? An heirloom, of course, 
a useless but ornamental bauble, sen- 
timental memento of his. mothers 
grandfather, God give him felicity in 
Heaven 

Your reaction to this overture will 
offer this eagle-eyed patriarch a clue 


whether he should proceed further It 
would not hurt now to mention out- 
right the Byes and Ears of King Hassan 
(may God give him a bad year!) and 
cast suggestive aspersions against the 
fidelity of all his father’s wives. This 
‘ought todo the trick, and have the old 
beggar tamping the sebsi full of hash 
ish at last, and puffing away ike one of 
the very Shaitans of Ios, 

Itmay bea couple of days before the 
shaykh’s boys can lead you to the he- 
reditary hashish plantation. During 
this time you are the guest of the fami: 
ly—an ornament ofit, moreaccurately 
a sort of temporary status symbol, a 
wealthy feringhee customer vouch- 
safed by the special grace of God to 
this most fortunate household, in pref- 
erence to all the others in town. You 


will be brought forth and exhibited in 
the open bazaar like a racing camel or 
a portable stereo. The older brothers 
of other families will attempt to se- 
duce you away with offers of better 
cheaper drug, inevitably; which will 
ignite passionate exhibitions of violent 
bravado, homicidal challenge and 
bloodcurdling response, complete 
with daggers and pistols al aflourish 
in broad daylight. It is nothing more 
than the coparishioners of al-Islam 
putting on a suitably impressive per 
formance for the uncircumcised Un- 
believer, of course. As you are led 
home, the younger boys point after 
you and jeer, “Hashish! Hashish! We 
all know youre here to buy hashish!” 
They are roundly thrashed by their 
older brothers, ifthey can catch them. 


graceful case of the munchies 

‘Double-O” is the Anglicized desig 
nation of the choicest quality of hash: 
ish in the Rif, It refers to the finest 
‘weave of silk or nylon through which 
the final crushings of the crop are 
passed, after much laborious previous 
refinement, through progressively 
finer grades of screen and mesh Itcan 
take two days for two brothers to 
grind down ten kilos of Double-O, and 
it would be painful to watch such 
hand:blistering labor if they did not 
keep themselves piped up intoa pleas- 
ant interior state ofl-Kay throughout 
it, At least the work is not relegated 
anymore exclusively to women, as it 
is most other places in al-Islam. Mod: 
ernization may have benefited the dis- 
taff population of the Rif, at least 
Women, it seems, nowadays simply 
refuse to be saddled with labor that is 
not only odious, but illegal. 

It would make the infidel Guten: 
berg proud—or, better yet, set him 


spinning in his unconsecrated grave— 
to see the next part of the process. Un- 
derneath a vintage hand-screwed, 
block-face iron printing press are 
placed two butane lamps alt. When 
the bottom template is properly 
warm, a weighed kilogram of Double 
hashish, sealed in plastic, is placed 
on it, Tiny holes are punctured in the 
plastic, to permit the escape of gases, 
and then the upper template is slowly 
screwed down over it until itreachesa 
fingers breadths thickness. The 
lamps are removed, the hashish al- 
lowed to cool, and then itis extracted 
and the plasti stripped away. 

The result isan ideal article of com 
mercial contraband: a slim and solid 
brick of concentrated Cannabis sativa 
L, about the dimensions of a Swiss 
bankers open billiold. Purists will 
hold that it is not, strictly speaking, 
“hashish since it partakes not only of 
hemp resin, butpollen as well—kifand 
hashish mixed, asit were. “Double-O" 
is probably the best appellation fori, 
in want of anything more precise. 

Whatever you want to call it, it 
should fit superbly under the floor 
boards and into the door panels of 
your next rented car which should 
look as nondescript as possible. The 
same village where you arranged to 
buy the Double-O, of course, should 
have a selection of artisans skilled in 
remodeling rented vehicles in this 
fashion, without disfiguring them too 
obviously. Finally making yourself 
look as nondescript as possible fand if 
you do not know how to do this prop- 
erly then you have been very foolish 
to launch on this perilous hegira to be- 
gin with) you may set out north forthe 
Mediterranean coast. 

France isthe best market, currently 
for Moroccan Double-O. There they 
call it, in English, “zerozero’ If you 
charge less than US. $10 gram for it, 
you are being royally screwed. () 
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by Deanne Stillman 


They say that angel dust is for fools, martinis for the middle- 
aged and cocaine kind of a kick for chicks. 

‘To propositions one and two, this fernale connoisseur 
wholeheartedly subscribes. About proposition three, how- 
ever, that's another story. 

For some time I have been hearing tales of women and 
their supposed fondness for cocaine. Personally, I don't mind 
indulging in the stuff, particularly if it's someone else's and 
passed my way at a party. But the stories making the rounds 
these days caused me to wonder about the effect that cocaine 
has on women. 

“Boy, when my chick snorts blow’ says one cocaine Casa- 
nova, “she comes like the Seventh Avenue express! "The 
best drug to pick up girls with is cocaine’ contends a well- 
known sultan of sneeze. "My old lady has coke radar,’ says 
local prince of powder. "Whenever it's around, her nose 
starts twitching” 

Recently, after coming in close contact with some of the 
drug in question (yes, it was someone else's, and passed my 
way at a party), I began to think very intensely about these 
myths. I decided that like any myths, they might contain a 
tiny crystal of pure, white truth, But which part was fact, 
and which fiction? 

This required research, I had to find the answers to funda- 
mental questions about cocaine use. How did the stories 
about women and cocaine begin? Don't men like cocaine 
too? And who snorted the very first lineAdam or Eve; Son- 
ny or Cher? 

‘My quest first took me to the cocaine lexicon. As many 
flake fans know, one of the most commonly known cocaine 
references happens to be feminine, For centuries, this de- 
lightful white powder has been referred to as Mama Coca. 
Not Papa Coca, Mr. Cocaine or Junior, but Mama Coca. 

Evidently this reference dates back beyond the legendary 
Coca Crystal cable-television show, beyond even the early 
Hollywood fame of Imogene Coca, all the way back to an- 
cient Peru, to a time when all crops were thought to be pro- 
tected by fernale spirits. (This was possibly because the male 
spirits were preoccupied, dealing the crops} 

In his book entitled Mama Coca, a writer bearing the cryp- 
tic moniker of Antonil refers to an old history of cocaine 
from which he draws much of his research. In it, there is an 
illustration called "Mama Coca Presenting the Divine Plant 
to the Old World” The illustration, reports Antonil, portrays 
"an Art Nouveau priestess in a long, flowing white robe, 
bedecked in extravagant jewels, and wearing an amazing 


feather headdress. With the sickle in her right hand, she had 
cut a few short branches of coca from the bush, holding them 
aloft in her left. She was placed on top of a boulder, her feet 
chesthigh to a Spanish conquistador who stood with his 
right hand raised to receive the wondrous gift...” 

Perhaps the fact that ancient Peruvian women were 
believed to represent the spirit of coca explains why today it 
is referred to as “the lady.’ Then there is the theory that the 
properties of the drug explain its female nickname. Cocaine 
can turn you into an unpleasant harpy if you snort too much, 
and if you snort even more, there's no telling what you might 
do. In other words, it makes you act just like a woman. Or so 
they say. 


By that reasoning, however, any drug that makes you act a 
certain way should be named after the progenitor of the par- 
ticular behavior pattern. Why isn't speed referred to as "the 
maniac”? How about “the bulldozer’ for Quaaludes? Come 
to think of it, why isn't cocaine named after something it real- 
ly makes you act like, such as “the rapper"? 


‘My quest next took me into the field for eyewitness reports, 
After polling a random sampling of male and female cocaine 
enthusiasts (there is a plus-or-minus factor of 1.3 grams}, I 
have been able to separate fact from fiction. 

‘Myth: Cocaine really turns women on, 

Fact: According to most women, cocaine really does turn 
them on....to Jack Klugman on reruns of "Quincy.’ 

‘Myth: Cocaine is an aphrodisiac, 

Fact: Men seem to feel that women appear to be more 
highly aroused after snorting cocaine. This could be because 
cocaine intensifies experience, and therefore everything 
seems more exciting. Women, however, claim that satisfying 
sex depends on the man, and drugs have nothing to do with 
But, as one woman stated, “A couple of hits of good coke 
and presto! My boyfriend looks like Nick Nolte’ Your report- 
er, however, has been known to astral-project right into Nick 
Nolte's bedroom after a couple of hits of good coke. 

‘Myth: Women would prefer to go out with a man who offers 
them cocaine rather than a man who offers them marijuana. 

Fact: Yes, it's a fact. Women would also prefer to go out 
with a man who offers a plane trip to Jamaica rather than a 
bus ride to Poughkeepsie. Cocaine is a sign of affluence, and 
although things have changed during the past decade, they 
havent really changed that much. Women are still impressed 
with a man who spends money on them, particularly if it’s in 
the form of a leisure-class item like cocaine. "But just 
because a guy gives me coke! says one woman, “it doesn't 
mean I have to go to bed with him! 

‘Myth: For women, there is no such thing as “too much coke! 

Fact; It depends. “Too much coke" can produce strange re- 
sults—in men and women, For instance, after snorting two 
grams at one sitting, one man reportedly translated a 1935 set 
of the Encyclopaedia Britannica into Esperanto, in 45 minutes. 
On the other hand, a woman who consumed an equal 
amount, also at one sitting, ordered her partner to perform 
cunnilingus and could not reach orgasm for at least two 
hours, during which session she recited the entire Koran, in 
Arabic. Whether or not this woman snorted "too much coke” 
is indeed a question for Mama Coca herself. 

‘Myth: In the jungles of Peru, there is a giant, granite nose 
thought to be built by Aztec women. 

Fact: The jury is still out on this one. 

My comprehensive survey seemed to answer all of my 
questions except one. And so my quest took me to one more 
place, the hideout of legendary coke dealer Hoover Nose. 
“Hoover I said, "if cocaine is really a chick’s kick, then why 
don't they sell it at discount stores?” 

Hoover laughed and said that all this stuff about women 
and coke had given him a new marketing idea. “I think I'll 
dye mine pink’ he said, ‘and name it after a designer’ (1 


HIGHTIMES 65 


Join THE CELEBRATION! 


NORML turned ten this year, and we're asking you to join in the celebration. 
Ten years have seen a majority of Americans now favoring the reduction of 
criminal penalties for marijuana; 50 million Americans having tried pot, 
with 20 million regular users. There is strength in our numbers. Enough 
people are reading this message to get the marijuana laws off our backs once 
and for all. Won't you join in celebrating how far we've come, and reaffirm- 
ing our commitment to end the marijuana prohibition this decade. 


Ces. Here's my$25annual membership fee J I'm not a joiner, but here's a 
(students$15}. Send me Special Reports, Action tribution $__ 
Alerts, unique product offerings, a NORML Send along additional information 
button and more! 

NAME 
O RUSH Mg the following NORML items. Sales 
proceeds help, too. ADDRESS 


NORML Bumper Stickers @ 2 for $1.00 CITY 
‘8 ___Matches (50 books) @ $3.50 
—__Gold Leaf Pins @ $1.25 STATE. 7 
shirts @$7.50S_M_L._xL_ Please print. Enclose 50 for postage 


Bumper Stickers @2 for $1.00 National Organization for the 
——Lapel Pins @ $1.25 Reform of Marijuana Laws 
——TShirts @$7.50S_M_L_XL_ 530 8th Street SE, Washington, DC 20003 


INTERVIEW: TOMMY RETTIG 
continued from page 37 


RETTIG: Well, of course. 
HIGH Times: Did you like i 
RETTIG: Yes and no. I think it's overpriced 
and overrated. It's a pleasant feeling, but 
now I dont use it because I find I'm as high 
on coke as when I'm not high on anything. I 
have to tell you the truth: I feel better when 
I'm straight. 

HiGH Times: Anyway, Peru. 

RerriG: We were all staying in the same 
room, and they were taking a lot of down- 
ers, coke, and partying all the time. I went 
down there to work and they were just 
fucking around, We had had this under- 
standing whereby no coke was supposed to 
be brought to the room at any time. “Yeah, 
we'll move it to another room tomorrow" 
blah blah blah. After about a week I packed 
up my gear and split. It was just a horrible 
time. 

Apparently there wasa great deal of heat 
they'd picked up while they were down 
there, because the night I left for the airport 
Ipaid the hotel bill and I was held in the lob- 
by while two men went upand searched the 
room and then went through all my lug- 
gage. Normally you get on a bus with a 
whole lot of other passengers; I was the 
only one on this bus. It was really "Mid- 
night Express,’ except that I had no dope, 
only I sure hada lot of film, And there were 
pictures of everybody tooting and so on. 

Then I got on the plane—I was really 
wired and tired at the same time—spaced 
out and feeling bad. I put my head against 
the window, and I heard this conversation 
going on around me. "Where do you think 
he's got it hid? I know he's got it on him, It 
wasnt in the camera case! "Did you count 
his money?" “Yeah, we did that.’ Here lam 
under surveillance. After we were in the air 
Tasked to speak to the captain of the plane. I 
asked him what my rights were asa citizen, 
I finally took all my film and asked the 
stewardess to watch me because I didnt 
‘want to get accused of doing something else, 
and with the bathroom door open I flushed 
all the film down the toilet after exposing it 
tothe light. There was cursory inspection 
at customs, with the DEA agents, or what- 
ever agency was doing it, right behind. I got 
home and slept for a week. 

Nothing much happened for the rest of 
the year. Near the end of the year those 
guys were going back down— 

Hic Times: Which guys? 

RETTIG: Guys Clifford knew. They were 
more independent of Clifford, but in the 
same business. They were going down on 
another run, and by this time I wanted todo 
more than document the smuggling trip. I 
wanted it to be a complete cocaine book. 
Because during 1974 smuggling got a lot of 
press—how it was done, et cetera, The gov- 
ernment even released figures on the most 
common smuggling routes and which way 
they went, and where there were comput- 
ers and where there werent. If anybody 
wanted to find out how to smuggle, they 


had simply to read the government reports. | 
‘The DEA Journal, in particular—it would | 
outsell HicH ‘Tims if it were sold on news- 
stands. Anyway, just before we left, in late 
"74, the guy who put the deal together was 
approached by Clifford. Clifford told him 
he could get stuff for five-hundred-dollars- 
arkilo less, and the guy was only buying five 
or six kilos—three thousand dollars, cer- 
tainly not worth jeopardizing the trip, but 
he agreed Clifford could come, 

HIGH Times: Were you pissed? 

RETTIG: I was against it the whole time, but 
I ended up going to Miami with him, to 
board a plane for Peru via Colombia. [really 
wanted to do what I saw as a pioneering 
book, and I'd already put so much effort 
into it. 

I stopped off in Bogotd, and spent three 
days with some friends of mine who were 
teaching down there. I was planning to stay 
two weeks or so in Lima—everybody who 
goes down spends time there so it doesn't 
Took suspicious. By the time I got to Lima, 
they'd already sent Clifford home, he was 
such a fuckup. The government guys who 
were going to deal the coke told our people 
that if Clifford was involved, there was no 
deal. So I never even saw him in Peru on 
that trip—an important point, because it 
later became count five in my indictment. 


“I spent an hour every 
week talking show biz with 
my probation officer.” 


I get home without a hitch, and like five 
months later I get this call at home. “Hey, if 
you got any shit in the house, better get rid 
of it. The feds are on their way right now." 
April 3, 1975, a date I'll never forget. It was 
a setup—they expected me to come run- 
ning out of the house with fifty kilos of 
coke. Two minutes later the feds kicked my 
door down and found me flushing a pound 
of marijuana that I had just bought down the | 


juana doesn't just go down the toilet—it sits 
on the water. 

HIGH TIMES: What had happened? 
RETTIG: Turns out Clifford had come back 
and gotten busted off of another deal, He 
was a courier for a large drug-distribution 
family out of Tijuana. He was doing some 
running for them and got popped. Appar- 
ently he never even saw a lawyer, just 
rolled right over and started talking. And 
when my name came up, the feds saw an 
‘opportunity for some publicity, because the 
DEA loves publicity almost as much as put- 
ting people in jail. In fact, if you have name 
value, it's worth a lot more than jail. There 
were five counts altogether, and I was 


toilet, As you may know a pound of mari- | 
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High Times/Stash Special Offer 


High Jazz 


Featuring the top pot and blues 
performers, vocalists and bands 


4-Record 32.00 Value 


Yours NOW 
at Exclusive 
High Times 
Special Offer 


ow yours for the first 
time in record publish- 
ing history, the great 


ést collection of the original 
jazz and reefer songs, artists 

ands, instrumentalists like 
Louis Armstrong, Sidney Bechet, 
Chick Webb, Benny Goodman, 
Duke Ellington, Johnny Hodges, 
Ella Fitzgerald, Cab Calloway 
Erskine Hawkins, Louis Jordan, 
Fats Waller, Cootie Williams, 
Mezz Mezzrow, Django Reinhardt, 
Stephane Grappelly, Gene Krupa, 
& many more on this 4 album 
boxed set at a great “High 
Times” special price of $19.95, 
regularly sold at $32.00. Order 
now and save $12.05. 

| U eeavladl Bote the 

double wide rolling 

yapers and spill proof water 
pipes and ceramie bongs and 
gongs and things, it was the 
Musicians who took up the 
weed we call marijuana and 
embraced it as theirs faster 
than you could say "Hi Dee 
Hi.” Back then in depression- 
bound America, they called it 

‘reefer’ or “muggles” or "Mary 
Jane’ or, in honor of the great 
reed man and an even greater 
righteous reefer distributor, 
“The Mighty Mezz.” 

For the jazz cats, reefer 
itself was righteous. Listen to 
Mezz. Mezzrow from his auto- 
biography ‘Really the Blues": 
To us a muggle wasn't any 
more dangerous or habit- 
forming than those other great 
American vices, the five-cent 
coke and the ice cream cone, 
only ét gave you more kicks for 
‘Your money... With my loaded 
horn could eake on all the 
fist-swinging, evil things in the 
world and bring them together 
in perfect harmony, spreading 
peace and joy and relaxation 
to all the keyed-up and punchy 
people everywhere. 

So they became vipers— 
smokers of marijuana—with 
their own way of walking, and 
talking and dressing. And the 
muggles made them mellow 


his was the way it 
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and gone, not loud and ag- 
gressive like the cats who were 
still bottle-babies, slave to the 
demon alcohol. No, Mary Jane 
had entered the scene, turned 
everyone's head around, and 
now it was only natural that 
she'd sneak into the music too: 
We members of the viper school 
were for making music that 
was real foxy, all lit up with in- 
spiration and her mammy, the 
Mezz said. What's in your 
hand is what they laid down. 

All the classic reefer tunes 
are here. Louis Armstrong's 
Muggles was the anthemn 
along with Mezz’'s own Sendin’ 
the Vipers. Viper’s Drag by 
the great Fats Waller is fai 
iar to anyone who ever saw a 
cartoon. Don Redman’s Chant 
of the Weed was also high on 
the all-time Reefer Top Ten. 

‘Then there are the unreleas- 
ed gems, Bea Foote's Weed and 
Frankie Half Pint Jackson's 
Willie the Weeper. For the 
blues fan check out Jazz.Gillum's 
brilliant Reefer Head Woman 
especially if your old lady got 
really stoned and burnt dinner. 
And for the afficianados of the 

owder, there's Cocaine by 

ick Justice and Cocaine 
Blues by Luke Jordan. 

‘An historic anthology. Grass 
didn’t spring full bloom out of 
the Sixties. These cats had 
been there and back before 
Grace Slick took her first 
aspirin. So kick off your shoes, 
settle back into that comfy 
chair, get the papers, and 
stock up on the Twinkies 
‘Cause the mess is here. 

Hi Dee Hi Dee Ho. 
Larry Sloman 
Author of “Reefer Madness. 


The History of Marijuana in 
America,” Bobbs-Merrill 
April 19) 
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Chant Of The Weed!Don Redman 
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‘The Man From Harlem Cab Calloway 
Orchestra, 


Here Comes The Man With The 
ive Scuff Smith Onvx Club Boys 
If You're A Viper'Bob Howard 


‘Toxas Tea Party’ Benny Goodman 
Lah Up Buster Bailey's Rhythm 
Sack F'm Yellow Trixie Smith, 

‘Sweet Marijuana Brosen Barney Bigard. 
Viper Mad Sidney Bechet with Noble 
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The" G" Man Got The "T” Man CP 
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and they came up with nothing—absolute- 
ly no dope, I was indicted in October. I sold 
most of my possessions so I could prepare 
for the case. I started writing my autobiog- 
raphy, which I'd called “From Dogs to 
Drugs!’ I wanted to make a publishing deal 
for some money, No interest. 
HGH Times: Did you think you were gon- 
na beat the rap? 
RETTIG: Yeah, because there was not one 
speck of cocaine produced as evidence of 
anything, And the only evidence they have 
of any illegal activity is a snitch. Not your 
average snitch—a snitch with 1 BaT PUSSY 
tattooed on his lower lip! Plus the perforat- 
ed septum, which we were able to get into 
evidence. But in a conspiracy all they needis 
corroboration of an overt act. Clifford said I 
went to Peru with him to smuggle cocaine. 
Iwas convicted on two counts of conspir- 
acy to smuggle from the two trips I'd made 
with Clifford—even though on the second 
one, again, he wasn't even there! The judge 
gave me fiveanda half years in prison. Five 
years was on the last count, which was the 
most likely to be thrown out on appeal, pre~ 
cisely because Clifford couldnt testify to 
my being with him in Peru. And hegave me 
ten years with nine anda half suspended on 
the first trip to Peru with Clifford, with the 
six months to be served in a county facility. 
We figure he did that to appease the media— 
you don't just get six months for smuggling 
coke. Four years later I won my appeal and 
it made it all moot, since the government 
decided to drop the case. 
HGH Times: What did you do for the four 
years you were in legal limbo? 
Rene: In a way it was terrible and in a 
way it was wonderful. I'm under arrest and 
technically facing time in jail, so most em- 
ployers won't hire me because if the deci- 
sion comes down against me I'm gone. I 
worked as a shipping clerk at a film distri- 
bution company for two years and I sold 
tools over the telephone for a year And I'd 
had to plead guilty to a state charge of pos- 
session of the pot I was trying to flush down 
the toilet—I didn't have money to fight it 
properly, I got two years’ probation. Turns 
out my probation officer had spent four 
years as a kid watching “Lassie” All he 
wanted to talk about was what was it like 
working with the dog, with Marilyn—an 
hour every week talking show biz. 
HGH Times: So what was the good news 
about that time? 
RermiG: I developed a treatment for a mov- 
ie that I really like. It's called "Drugs and 
it’s about the day that drugs are legalized. 
Due to economic pressures in America, pro- 
hibitions don't work. We're seeing that now. 
The plot is that a Yale graduate student sub- 
miitsa thesis in economics on the legalization 
of recreational drugs as the one possible 
remedy out of our inflationary spiral, be- 
cause the prices could be lowered consider- 
ably. One of her professors is a part-time 
economic adviser to the president. Simulta- 
neously, the government completes this 
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fneROMATIC | FREE BASE 


FLORIDA SNOW 


New, Improved Formula! 
Acrystal-like, pure white powder, Florida Snow is a truly 
unique incense that has been especially created for 
long-lasting pleasure ... and is the BEST two-gram buy 
on the market at only $20.00, 


Manufacturers and distributors contact us! 


Intec-Gau, Pharmaceutical Co., Inc. 


P.O. Box 1786, Pinellas Park, FL 33565 
Phone (813) 541-6497 or (813) 577-2998 


Get Canadia Goose papers rom yourlocal stor. 
COrsend 8200 ford prscks Gf ossorted Cherniok Papers 
Chemiak Papers are imported exclusively by 
Merchancisng Service of Amenco, Ine 

‘i7 N. 3rd Steet, Prlodelphia, Pata 


HIGHTIMES 69 


My roommate has one final 
question before I take off. 
“Aren't you going to be in dual- 
controlled cars?” 

"Uh-uh! 

He looks at me real close, 
like it's the last-ever time he's 
going to see my face. "You 
mean they’regonnalet you run 
amok in a formula car with a 
bunch of other maniacs?” 

“It’sracing-car driver school. 
Skip Barber racing-car driver 
school!” 

Iturntoleave, triponthesteps 
and land splayed at the foot of 
the stairwell. I only hope it's 


not an omen, 
Se 


‘Twenty-four hundred rpm in 
second gear isno great speed on 
the straightaway—a bit more 
than 30 mph. The straight- 
away lasts about 100 feet, long 
enough to make a last check of 
the rpm before swinging left 
around the first, crucial cone. 
Start the turn early, and the car 
will swing too far afield of the 
second cone; start it too late 
and you'll miss the next turn- 
ing point by even more. Either 
mistake will leave you less 
well prepared for each suc- 
cessive turn in the slalom, 
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elcome to th 


Stretched low in the formula 
Ford, I'm about eye level with 
the orange cone when I pull 
abreast ofit. [pull totheleft, still 
acceleratingout of the first turn, 
wildly oversteering, elbows 
flailing in some attempt to put 
the car on an axis with the sla- 
lom course. Big mistake. Too 
late I look ahead to the second 
cone, looming maybe 20 feet 
away. About 10 feet past the 
point should havestartedtun- 
ingintothesecondcurve, laim 
for the Impossible Curve, the 
i if my prayers are an- 
it exists, will get me 
through the next S-curve. | fig- 
ure I can make the curve if I 
slow down. Iliftoff the throttle 
just as I edge by the second 
cone, in the tightest part of the 
curve. The sound of the outside 
world cuts out. Down pitches 
the nose. The rear wheels balk 
and wobble. Down on the pow- 
eroutoftheturn. Rolling not so 
much forward as sideways, 
out of the force of the turn, 
pitch left then back as the rear 
tires dig in. Eyes on the next 
cone. Up no down on the pow- 
er. .. but then its coming at me 
faster... gotta pit that roaring 
g-force against the sputtering 


roll to the inside... dont lift 
or youre liable to TTO.... that 
means skid, kid. ...or you're go- 
ing to where are you going? 

Such wasmy welcome tothe 
Skip Barber Racing School, 
one of a handful of schools that 
trains drivers to race. The only 
entrance requirement is age: 
Anyone 16 years or older who 
can plunk down thestiff fee can 
attend. A three-day course 
runs $700 to $775. I was never 
even asked to show a driver's 
license. 

Imet up with thefirst classin 
the press room of the Pocono 
infield. For the 11 students 
there are three instructors 
Bruce Maclnnes, chief in- 
structor for the school, had just 
one question before entrusting 
me with the $13,000 car. "HicH 
‘Times. Are you high?” 

Wrecks your concentration, 
he warns the class. “Don't put 
anything in your bloodstream, 
nothing in your veins" 

An hour later, with a purely 
theoretical knowledge of how 
to run the slalom, I'm strap- 
ping myself into a Crosslé For- 
mula Ford. Every effort is 
made to match driver to car 
size. Still, I find myself padded 


in with a car seat and eight 
inches of foam rubber. 

Instruction is cheerful and 
relentless. I foul through the 
slalom twice. Bruce shouts 
over the engine roar to encour- 
age me, as he will again and 
again, to say on the throttle. 
"Youre dildoing through the 
exercise. Dont be afraid to 
squeeze on the power. These 
cars are meant to go 120, 140 
miles an hour Trust me! 

By lunch | tell him I've made 
it up to 3,000 rpm in fourth 
gear. He shakes his head 
"Speed isnt speed on the 
straightaway. Zippy theChimp 
can do that, Speed in the cor- 
ner—that's the hot lic! 

The hottest lick at Skip Barb- 
er is turning into the apex of a 
curve under heavy brakin, 
Worth seconds off a lap, it al- 
lows you to brake later in the 
straightaway and downshift 
later in the corner for faster ex- 
its. The tires can do three 
things at full capacity: go for- 
ward, brake or turn, Any driv- 
er knowsintuitively that if you 
ask the tires for full capacity in 
two directions at once, they 
won't respond: Take a street- 
corner too fast and you'll skid 


out. But you can use a percen- 
tage of each force in combina- 
tion. If, for example, you brake 
tofull capacity, then turn while 
easing off the brake, you can 
feel how much power you 
have left in each direction. 

By mid morning, were lin- 
ing up for braking exercises— 
stay on the power down. the 
straightaway tothe black cone, 
squeeze on the brakes and 
stand onit. Full-capacity brak- 
ing, or threshold braking, is 
braking to the threshold of 
lockup. "You know youre 
threshold braking if you go to 
turn the steering wheel and 
you can't’ says one instructor. 
(Another way to find the 
threshold is to lock up a wheel 
and lay a little rubber on the 
track. It's their car, I figure. 
Thisis the stuff you can't do in 
your sedan, on the road, in the 
company of other cars, in front 
of your mother) 

The class moves along fast. 
By the afternoon we're loaded 
into the school van for 6 or 11 
turns around the track. "Stay 
right against the outside down 
the straightaway, use the whole 
track, turnintotheapex, thresh- 
old brake, trail off the brake, 


downshift” The track is 
marked with more orange 
cones, standing on the outside 
of the track on the straight- 
away, on the inside tomark the 
apex of each curve. By the end 
of our first day, we're back in 
our cars running practice laps, 
making bomber runs at every 
orange-bright apex. 

The straightest line through a 
corner the so-called inside line, 
Cuts across the apex close to the 
inside of the track. The apex 
being the point where the radi- 
usof the corner is the smallest. 
Behind the wheel, i's the point 
where you start correcting the 
wheel or driving out the turn. 
Figure the apex too early and 
you'll find yourself driving out 
of the turn where the corner is, 
tightest, headed for whatever 
lies outside the outside of the 
track. Depending on what lies 
over yensey you can estimate 
how bad the crash is going to 
be: a brick wall, or a six-inch 
verge in the green, can crack 
your chassis or your skull 

1 head down the straight- 
away, alone and forlorn and a 
little tired after eight hours of 
listening to Maroon 88, a good 
three feet from the outside of 
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by Claude Lavalle 


the track. My concentrations 
not too good. In the first turn I 
lose it in the double-clutch 
downshift and park the car 
caddy-comered "across the 
track. On the second lap, Bruce 
MacInnes flags me off the track. 

"You're going 10 miles an 
hour! There are guys behind 
you going 50, 60 milesan hour 
Step on the power. This is rac- 


ing-car driver school!" 
_ —— 


For serious would-be racers, 
the cost of a course at the 
school is a major drawing 
point. Courses range from one 
to seven days and cost from 
$250 to $1,325. The only alter- 
native toa racing school is sus- 
taining the cost of buying and 
maintaining a car while learn- 
ing to drive it. An equally 
strong draw isthe school-spon- 
sored racing series for grad- 
uates. The school stages the 
races and provides thecarsand 
maintenance. Relative to the 
cost of going it alone, it's a 
cheap way to race: A'whole 
season of nine racing week- 
ends costs about $5,865—a 
bargain if you can afford it, In 
comparison, a season of re- 
gional races can be had for 


$20,000; a stab at the National 
Championship costs upwards 
of $36,000, or, asoneinstructor 
putsit, “roughly the cost of an- 
other car—and that gives you 
nothing but a trophy and a ti- 
tle The racing press views the 
school series asa tough prov- 
ing ground, but basically ju- 
nior achievement. 

The school has turned out 
2,400 graduates since former 
racer Skip Barker opened it in 
1975. More than half of them 
never sat in a racing car again. 
And though the brochure 
promises the three-day course 
will makestudentsbetter, safer 
street drivers, $700-plus is one 
seep price topay fordriver’sed. 

Of the 11 students in my 
course, 4 have previous expe- 
rience in some racing class— 
showroom stock, autocross or 
formula, Most have never 
been in a formula car before. 
My group includes a probation 
officer, a maintenance worker 
on the Delaware Memorial 
Bridge, a gofer at a car dealer- 
ship. George Barker works for 
the US, Postal Service. Last 
year he shelved his marriage 
after ten and a half years, 
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Glamour is a white 1981 Lincoln 
with black leather interior. The car 
was cut in halfand the customized 
center section added; hence the 
term custom stretch. Interior fea- 
tures include: bar and liquor stor- 
age compartments with side ice 
‘buckets; television; stereo cassette 
deck; AMIFM stereo; telephone; 
two-way radio system: tinted win- 
dows; electric partition; rear side 
‘opera mirrors; and electric moon- 
roof. Other accessories courtesy of 
the occupants. 


by Eleanore Kennedy 

AL Murriy—chauffeur to th f the entertainment world—is booked by all the biggies. Why? ‘Cause he 
drives the most glamorous stretch limo in New York. Also ‘cause of his ability to carry out “special instructions! 
All requests are honored. Need a straw? Hell come up with one. A Famous Amos cookie? No problem. Chauf- 
feur school trains you to stock the Dom Perignon and Perrier, but the extras come from his ‘anyone who gets in 
my car is VIP for a day” attitud: 

‘Al has serviced a range of celebs from Diana Ross to the hostages. Phil Ramone, who just picked up three 
Grammys, uses Al. So do fashion designers, sheiks, rock groups and every major movie star Some hire two 
cars—one is just for the luggage! 

At $32 an hour plus a 15 percent to 20 percent service charge, moments of glory don't come cheap. But for 
the high ticket price, security comfort and style are yours, Pull up to a famous "impossible to get into" club, 
and youre assured instant entry from the doorman. People love to be seen in this white beauty. They'll spend 
hours in a nightspot anticipating their exit in full view of a group of the waiting curious. 

Loyalty discretion, privacy (the outside world cantt see in) and flash in the ultimate moving party 
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moved in with his mother and 

facedapileofdivorce bills. But 

Bescntitto Skip Barber Racing 
-sentit toSkip| Racing 
school is the most fun 

has ever had. Will he, 

series? "Nah, I 


that” 
David Mikelson arrived at 
Planning to go out forthe se 
pl to go out se 
Hes? No, he sy . Will he race 
fe shakes his 


't do 


men whose drive and dedica- 

tion is bolstered by their belief 

in the intrinsic worth of disci- 
pline and self-sacrifice. 

"A lot of people in the series 

into a car with the idea that 

Hf youre good and fast, some- 


‘body's gonna give 
togoracing! aysh Hank ver 
to 


cm 
Iiow that ‘Anancially Treant 
makeitasarace-cardriver’ He 
estimates 80 to 100 drivers 
make it on the pro circuit. An 
member says that 
saree 30 formula 


a 
thet soa ads A the 
end of the week he, wil pack 
‘up the school, load the 
onto a trailer and move the 


bates at six different tracks, 
plus lapping days and, series 


Hanks 


the But it's not 
piece eas 
tance, one staffer is 


At the end ofa day of classes 
the staff gathers at a local bar 
‘Over beer and popcorn the talk 
turns maudlin, the sound of 


and asa gofer. He works seven 
daysaweek, 4 hours day for 
something less 


Cosine ames 


a . Hes not sure 
ought to stay with the 
school. He quit last summer, 
but hired on again for the 


clang waottodo 

Isalyays been my dream 

says “Tim your tere ae 
to an opportuni 

oa Rea bases coe 


settles ona toa dart 
. Macinnes = up first. 
first dart is a centimeter 
from hebulls-eye, but thesec- 
ond lands square. 
Sill holding the third dart, 
Macinnes starts to walk away. 
le wide-ey 
ence, "Wel, T gues that’s the 
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Complete information is available from Skip Barber Racing 
‘School, 1000 Massachusetts Ave, Boxboro, MA 01719. Other rac- 
ing schools offer similar instruction. The British School of Motor 
Racing offers a three-day course in Quebec, New York State and 
California, and also offers a racing series for graduates. Write 
22255 Bucalyptus Ave, Riverside, CA 92508; on the East Coast, 
the same school operates under the name Jim Russell School 
Canada, BO. Box 119, Mont Tremblant, Quebec, JOT 120. Racer 
Bertil Roos offers a three-day racing course; write Roos Racing 
Enterprises, BO. Box 221, Blakeslee, PA 18610. 


NYEAH, NYEAH, SITTIN’ PRETTY 

. -all together in Reefer City. Billed as ‘An Intelligent Game for 
Heads’ Reefer City, the latest dope board game to hit the market, 
allows you to set market levels, and get even with those scurri- 
lous marijuana moguls who rig dope prices. Set, $1495. Game 
Makers, Inc, Dept. HT, BO. Box 117 Burlington, VT 05402. 


C.WORTHY 

As all-American as a Ball jar, this beautiful stash tin has been 
around for years. The latest model is air- and water-tight, thanks 
to strongbox latches and a gasket tucked in the lid. $1075 ppd. 
The Great Rose, Dept. HT, Box 2821, San Rafael, CA 94912. 


‘ty 
A ®my 
INDISPENSABLE DISPENSER 


This failsafe little widget measures out one-line hits of your 
favorite snuff and stores several hits at a time. Caution: Thisarti- 
cle should not repeat not be used for stirring coffee. Each, $5 ppd. 
Snooty Tooter, Dept. HT, PO. Box 1211, Reseda, CA 91335. 
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COCAINE COLONIALISM 
continued from page 47 


been chewing it steadily since the Stone 
Age, eight quids per working person per 
day. Two ounces of coca leaves, besides the 
invigorating alkaloid cocaine, will furnish 
the US. RDA of calcium, iron, phosphorus, 
vitamin A, vitamin B, and vitamin E; not 
much else that’s that nourishing will grow 
that high up in the sky. The cocaine itself 
has the fortuitous effect of abolishing soro- 
che, or altitude sickness. 

Manuel Capercuna has seen yattari medi- 
cine menand brujo shamansamong thealti- 
plano Indians perform some startling feats, 
using coca in healing ceremonies; it looks 
like faith healing, except that it really works, 
and hasbeen described in detail by the Brazil- 
ian anthropologist Anthony Henman in Ma- 
ma Coca (London: Hassle Free Press, 1978) 
Mamacoca, in fact, is the eponymous per- 
sonification of the Quecha and Aymara 
earth-mother deity, Pachamama, in her role 
as healer and provider. 

Taking all these factors into considera- 
tion, the US. Department of State in 1979 
composed a massive set of recommenda- 
tions, which involved Paraquatting the An- 
dean crop down to what they judged to be 
the absolute minimum these Indians need- 
ed; after that, a gradual “crop substitution” 
program would be initiated, just as soon as 
the witchdoctors at State could figure out 
something that would grow at that altitude 
that would also keep the people there alive. 

Meanwhile, down in Santa Cruz, la mafia 
cruzena was quietly bringing up its own 
Enythroxylon coca. It all went into full pro- 
duction around '78 or ‘79, So while the nar- 
cobureaucrats of the United States were up 
in the altiplano, plotting out the least geno- 
cidal way to tear the cocada quids out of the 
Indians’ cheeks, down in Santa Cruz about 


‘The Gestapo’s own Kiaus Barble-Attmann checks new accom- 
‘modations in Palacio Quemado, La Paz. (interpol: please note.) 


four times as much coca as the Yungas and 
Chapari production combined was coming 
into industrial bloom. In La Paz, the gov- 
ernment was solemnly showing the Yank- 
ees their new plans for regulating Indian 
coca production—even while Ariel Coca's 
cruzefia coqueros, in military drag, were 
loading regular commercial consignments 
of pichicata onto big fat-bellied, twin-en- 
gine, long-distance Colombian transports. 
By the time State and the DEA caught wind 
of this enormity, la cruzefia already had the 
Cocaine Coup plotted out with the Arce- 
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Garcia falangistas, 

La mafia cruzeia comprises an uncomfort- 
able alliance of three hereditary coke mobs 
in Santa Cruz. The capo da tutti capi has tradi- 
tionally been industrialist Jorge Naller, for 
whom Col. Lucho Arce himiselfis only a liew- 
tenant. Naller's people produce some 30,000 
kilos of pasta per year from their terraces in 
Monteverde, Okinawa (sic), and Perseve- 
rancia in northern Santa Cruz. Besides Arce 
—who sitteth at the right hand of President 
Garcia—Naller enjoys the services of Col. 
Faustino Rico Toro of army intelligence and 
Widen Razuk, sometimes prefect of Santa 
Cruz. Their main enforcer, who directed the 
paramilitary dirty work, was until recently 
José Abraham Battista, the very customs 
chief in Santa Cruz Airport; but Battista was 
greased in the crossfire during a coke-mob 
shootout ata restaurant last year, shortly af- 
ter Senator deConcini in the United States 
fingered him as one of Gen. Garcia Meza's 
prime “campaign” contributors, helping 
underwrite the Cocaine Coup. Battista has 
since been replaced by one Omar Cassib, 
who works tightly with Nallers personal 
bodyguard—the venerable Jacques Le- 
clerk, late of the famed French Connection, 
who split to Uruguay after Marseilles got so 
hot in 1972. The esteemed position as head 
of Naller’s private secret service squad may 
come mainly by way of honofarium for Le- 
clerk, who has done so much for the fascist 
international in years past. 

Veterans of the midcentury heroin traffic 
also show up in the entourage of la cruzerids 
number two toot mob, headed by Alfredo 
"Cotuche’ Gutierrez and snowbird bene- 
factor Roberto Gasser. Gutierrez runs the 
largest private airstrip in Santa Cruz, while 
Gasser, besicles his sugar monopoly, is pres- 
ently chairman of the department's cham- 
ber of commerce. Their operation works a 
bit like Jimmy Breslin’s Gang That Couldn't 
Shoot Straight. 

There was one wonderful incident, just 
before last year’s pichicata putsch, when 
Gutierrez and Gasser themselves showed 
upin line ata Miami bank, hoping to depos- 
it some outrageous sum—$90 million, some 
say—in cold cash. The Drug Enforcement 
Administration will confirm busting them 
there on currency and conspiracy viola- 
tions, but will go no further This is curious, 
because it may have been the all-time great 
sting operation. According to the “60 Mi 
utes” exposé, the DEA flew some outland- 
ish pile of buy money into Santa Cruz ona 
big fat airplane, loaded it with 500 pounds 
of pasta, and took off for parts unknown. 
The buy money was simply such a huge 
sum that the mob's distinguished godfath- 
ers could hardly trust anyone else to go 
bank it for them, and neither would trust 
the other, either And so—despite last-minute 
‘warnings from Lucho Arce that this was ob- 
viously a sting setup—Gasser and Gutierrez 
‘wound up fidgeting in the deposit line in Mi- 
ami, when the federal authorities arrived 
with the handcuffs, Both conservative in- 
dustrial magnates were duly arraigned in 
federal court, released on $1-million-bail 


apiece, and promptly absconded back to 
Santa Cruz, HicH Times spent nearly two 
weeks trying to get a formal confirmation 
or denial from the Miami DEA about the 
fine points of this historic caper, but they 
just never answered the calls. (The DEA 
was then obsessed with publicizing Opera- 
tion Grouper, a monster appropriation-time 
grass bust.) 

The Gutierrez-Gasser people's main man 
in La Pazis the eponymous Ariel Coca, cur- 
rently out to pasture officially, but never far 
from Garcia Meza's opulent Palacio Que- 
mado, They also have a sometimes Santa 
Cruz prefect on staff, Oscar Roman Vaca, to 
expedite loading and takeoff procedures. 
Their enforcer is Mosca Monroy, the bazooka 
marksman, and theirterracesare around Ca- 
serio, Banda de Rio Grande, and San Javier: 
20,000 ki's of pasta per year. 

The likeliest up-and-coming mafia, by el 
garganto’ estimation, is that of Roberto Sua- 
rez, which has overnight turned the little 
hamlet of Montero into a muddy, fly-blown 
Disneyland of outrageously ostentatious 
creature comforts, Mercedes-Benzes wend 
proudly along the Montero ox-trails now, 
from pasta factory to pasta factory. More 
practical people drive American jeeps and 
Land Rovers. On a typical sunny morning 
in Montero, a Peruvian paper recently re- 
ported, it's quite customary to see $1,000 
change hands, in US. $100 bills, over a sin- 
gle cockfight round. 

‘Suare7's edge over the competition is pro- 
vided by Gen. Hugo Echeverria, co1 
er of the army's massive Second Division, 
stationed in Santa Cruz, Echeverria lacks 
much influence in La Paz, but his lads have 
plenty of clout in Santa Cruz itself. One of 
them is Colonel Lara, who runs the elite 
Ranger's Regiment out of Montero; with 
considerable help from the Johnson CIA in 
1967, the Rangers tracked down Che Gue- 
vara and put his lights out, But these people 
are not inflexibly ideological; one of Suare7s 
enforcers happens to be one "Coco" Ballivi- 
an, who fought with Che Guevara in his im- 
petuous youth. The other main enforcer is 
Rudi Landivar, a former army major who 
was so corrupt that Banzers people cash- 
iered him out of the service! 

Out of Yacani, Puerto Villaroel and Porta- 
chuelo the Suarez people lab down about 
20,000 ki's of pasta per annum in their Monte- 
ro labs. The labs themselves enjoy state-of- 
the-art security systems engineered by Klaus 
Altmann, whoused to be Herr Klaus Barbie 
when he was the Gestapo chief of Nazi-oc- 
cupied Lyons in France. Interpol is forever 
promising to haul Altmann back to Europe 
to answer for all those human beings he 
stuffed into cattlecars back then, but some- 
how he always manages to elude their so- 
phisticated espionage network with a little 
help from his friends in "New Bavaria’: 
Paraguay. Altmann rolled into La Paz special 
for the coup last year, aboard a personnel 
carrier spray-painted VIVA BOLIVIA NACIONA- 
usta, hauling a cadre of blank-uniformed 
European mercs he had personally trained 


in Paraguay. 


President-electin-exile Hernan Siles Zuaz0, 


This is la mafia cruzefia, the main producers 
of industrial toot to the world, serving the 
rich and trendy of North America for at 
least four years now. Out of the 70,000 ki's 
of cruzefa pasta produced last year, about 
6.3 million grams of pure coke were fur- 
nished. It all requires 15 well-scheduled 
planeloads a week out of Santa Cruz, anda 
fantastically remote, clumsy, but efficient 
transcontinental distribution system. 

There have been setbacks and irritations. 
Hugo Banzer’s very nephew, Guillermo 
Abastoflor, was nailed muling huge bundles 
of green cocadollars to perfectly respect- 
able US. banks; so was his brother-in-law, 
Fernando Valle. Then diplomats Tapia Fon- 
tanilla and Sanchez Bello were busted in 
Canada holding embarrassing quantities of 
pure flake. Singer Toto Quezada, a high-soci- 
ety La Paz celeb, turned out to be la cruzenas 
main man in Spain; and his wife, Rosario 
Polly, afterward turned up in La Paz as Lu- 
cho Arce's secretary and main squeeze. Ari- 
el Coca’s brother-in-law crashed a plane 
carrying 500 pounds of pure flake in Pana- 
ma, while Coca was still running the air 
force academy, and so on. 

Worse yet, the United States cut off itsaid 
assistance last year when Carter's people 
heard about the coup carnage, and Garcia 
Meza had to hand over the whole country, 
sort of, to Argentina as collateral on an 
emergency loan, Lucho Arce was very in- 
dignant about it. Jimmy Carter, he swore to 
a local paper, would inevitably be responsi- 
ble now for a cocaine epidemic in America: 
“At this time, having suspended aid, he will 
be the sole author of the increase of cocaine 
consumption in the United States. The mili- 
tary junta will have to reorganize the nar- 
cotics office, since there are no funds to 
maintain it in its former position’ Ona sub- 
sequent visit to Washington, Arce told the 
‘American public by way of "60 Minutes’ 
that the "Castroites” were behind the blow 
trade exclusively. He and his friends in the 
La Paz brass, he insisted, were pure as 
Snow White. 

The Snow Whites, in fact, recently made 
the New York Times business section by en- 
listing the prestigious financial firm of Salo- 
mon Brothers to renegotiate the $400 million 
they have outstanding with international 
banks. The financial community was de- 
lighted. If anyone can launder 400 million 
cocadollars in a minimal stretch of time, 
through Krugerrandsand other wholesome 
investments, it is the Salomon Brothers. 


Meanwhile, there is another coca harvest 
due in Santa Cruz this month, Now, admit- 
tedly, it’s terribly hard to tell Bolivian co- 
caine from the article produced by Peru, 
which still enjoys a species of democratic 
government. Bolivian, since it's labbed 
down. from Erythroxylon coca, tends to be 
flaky in its pure form, while Peruvian truxil- 
lense clusters into chunks. Both are visually 
identical, of course, once they get to the 
$120-a-gram street level, cut about 90 per- 
cent with mannitol or inositol or procaine, 
At this purity level, a dab of Bolivian Eryth- 
roxylon on the tip of the tongue hasa sharp, 
bright taste which sort of fluoresces subtly 
through the whole mouth for about five 
minutes and then fades, whereas Peruvian 
truxillense hardly has any taste at all at first 
but then becomes rapidly bitter throughout 
the mouth—and the taste lingers longer 
than Erythroxylon. Of course, the cutting 
agent will complicate the taste consider- 
ably: mannitol tastes mildly sweet, while 
inositol and procaine taste mildly bitter. It 
helps greatly, in trying to tell the difference 
between Bolivian and Peruvian, to get 
stoked up good on reefer first so that one’s 
taste buds are at optimum receptivity and 
discriminative ability. It's worth taking the 
trouble, though, in the interests of righ- 
teous dope consumption. 

What the Free World needs right now isa 
Bolivian cocaine boycott. If everyone read- 
ing this magazine would only abstain from 
coke for the summer, just for a couple 
months, the result would be awesome to 
behold. The entire rickety pichicata pipe 
would back up like a clogged urinal: whole 
bins of pasta sitting in corrugated-steel 
sheds all winter down there, rusting and 
precipitating nastily. The mafiosi of Santa 
Cruz would be heartily massacring each 
other over the decimated profits, and the 
government would most likely topple for 
good—and maybe even call for free elec- 
tions again, gagging at the thought. Klaus 
Barbie would go back to “New Bavaria’ 
and Mosca Monroy might even go back to 
jail. More practically, a coke boycott would 
be certain to break up the price-fixing rack- 
ets these hoods have going in Santa Cruz; 
‘once people started buying again, around 
late September, with a new crop shortly 
due, the mafiosi would be falling all over 
each other to move out all that backlogged 
asta, and the street purity here might go up 
‘over 25 percent, and the price fall below 
$50 a gram! How can you lose? 

More responsibly, to paraphrase el gar- 
ganto Capercuna: "If Reagan's people really 
‘want to police the hemisphere, why don't 
they go after the real crooks and subver- 
sives down in the Andes? The cocaine fadis 
ruining the quality of the television all you 
‘Americans watch, you know which is af- 
fecting the psyche of a whole generation. 
Think of the children!" C] 
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COUNTRY PORN Wh 
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COUNTRY PORN...The Most Publicized Album of the Decade! 
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MISS PIGGY FELLED BY DOPE O.D.!! 


Charlotte Sowe, known and 
loved by millions of TV view- 
ers.as "Miss Piggy,” was report 
edly found unconscious in a 
motel room on San Francisco's 
grimy Embarcadero Street last 
month, the victim of a pills- 
and-alcohol overdose, 

“We were all shocked and 
saddened to hear of this tragic 
event; a spokeswoman for 
PBSTV personality Kermit 
"the Frog” Squamusco told the 
press in New York. “Everyone 

ew Miss Piggy was upset 
and d over the cancel- 
lation of her network show. 
But there just didn't seem to be 
anything anyone could do for 
het" Kermit, a top-paid suc- 
cessful star ‘of the top-rated 
“Sesame Street” had been a 
regular performer on Miss Pig- 
pY5" Muppet Show” whichran 

for barely three seasons. 

Asked about popular ru- 
mors linking Miss Piggy and 
Kermit romantically, the PBS 
spokeswoman replied sharply, 
"That's hogwash—no pun in- 
tended, if you know what I 
mean’ Other rumors, to the ef- 
fect that Kermit had cruelly 


jilted Miss Piggy when her rat- 
ings droped contibuting to 
her suicidal depression, met a 


terse "Get lost’ 

Kermit himself, on'a sudden 
vacation to Okefenokee, Flori- 
da, was unavailable for per- 
sonal comment. 

‘The buxom, blond variety 
performer was successfully 
& treated at the Haight Ashbury 
Free Veterinary Clinic and re- 
leased after two days. Since 
2 then, shereportedly hasstayed 

in seclusion ina Marin County 


commune, mainly composed 
eb yelecart pects rs roca is 
Muppet troupe that was ca- 
shiered after the first two sea- 
sons of "Saturday Night Live” 
“The less saidaboutitall, the 
better” snapped the commune 
leader, Skrod. “If you want 
to point the finger somewhere, 
point it at Jim Henson. He 
treats you likeaone-trick pony. 
He pulls all the strings, and if 
you don't work out right away 
clip!" 
Jim Henson, 53, could not be 
located for comment. Norcould 
other working Muppet person- 
alities, Such as Big Bird, ‘Cookie 
Monster or the Snuffleupha- 


gus. The Muppet acting com- 
munity has clearly decided to 
sweep the Miss Piggy drugs in- 


cident under the rug as much 
as possible. 

“Well itwon'twash’ declared 
Rep. Robert Dornan (D-Cal}, 
ranking member of the House 
Select Committee on Drug 
‘Abuse and Control. “These 
puppets or fluffets or what-do- 

/ou-call-them are role models 
jor American TV viewers of all 
races and ages. If they've 
all turned intoa bunch of drug- 
heads, then, by God—excuse 
my French—somebody should 
do something about it” 

‘An aide for the select com- 
mittee refused to confirm or 
deny that subpoenas are being 
prepared for a full investiga: 
tion into the drug problem 
among inanimate television 

formers. “But it wouldn't 

any dumber’ he affirmed 
candidly, “than the circus we 
pulled in Hollywood last 
spring, with live performers’ 
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GREETINGS! |’‘M EDWARD 


"SWEDENBOURG" 


KINNEY 


WOW! NO SEXISM EITHER! 


HEY, NO SUIT-COATS IN 


HEAVEN ! IT’S A CASUAL 
PLACE 


MUSHROOMS & = 
SAUSAGE... NO. RE 
ANCHOVIES... 


MINORITIES, OF COURSE, 
HAVE FULL CAUCUS 
RIGHTS. RIGHTEOUS! 


WHAT‘S ON THE AGENDA} 


NOTHING/ EVERYTHING’S 
PEACHY. 


A MEETING © 
ADJOURNED! 


NO SEX ROLES! NO SEX! 


AND GET THIS! NO STREET- 
PEOPLE IN HEAVEN! 


MINE TOTALLY DISAPPEARED, 
THE DAY | DIED/ 


SORRY GUYS/ 
YOu'LL JUST 
HAVE TO GO TO 


SORRY, SUICIDES ARE NOT 
ACCEPTABLE, SO YOU'LL JUST| 


HAVE TO WAIT YOUR TURN/ 


HMM ,., ONLY 
44 YEARS To GO. 
GUESS ILL SEDUCE 
CAROLINE KENNEDY 
IN THE MEANTIME / 
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SEE YA’ THERE/ 
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-__————| PULITZER PRIZE CONTENDER! 
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40-YEAR OLD “MARY JANE 
_ADDICT DISCOVERED! — 


by Elizabeth Boni Til “ yes! 
Our Middleaged-American Expert 

[Death has not yet come to the house where 
| “Jimmy*-Mr. R. James O’Keefe—lives, with 
his wife, Theresa, in a pleasantlooking Vir- 
ginia suburb. But it draws nearer every day, 
with implacable certainty, every time 
40-yearold “Jimmy” is visited by his “push- 
en)" a 26-yearold marijuana peddler whom 
‘we will call “Carl” in this story, because if his 
real identity were to be divulged in “Seeds’n” 
Stems} Carl has threatened me, he will per- 
sonally nail one end of my entrails to a tree 
and chase me around it, “until you run out of 
rope” 

But I was personally on hand, honest to 
goodness, any number of times, when 26-year- 
ld Carl fed this enervating drugs poison to 
poor 40-yearold Jimmy. 

Itis ascene that is being repeated hundreds, 
probably thousands of times every day, in the 

comfortably furnished splitlevel suburban. 
| dwellings where the middle-aged people of 
this country are forced to congregate and live 
out of sheer economic necessity. Jimmy, his 
unblemished insuranceadjuster’ forearms 
with their robust golfcourse tan exposed by 
the short sleeves of his polyester knit shirt 
with the jaunty sailboat embroidered on the 
left breast pocket, sits nonchalantly in his 
imitation leather reclin-alounger while 
26-yearold Carl “rolls up” a “number®-slang 
for spreading the grity green powder of 
well-ifted marijuana along a creased length 
of cigarette rolling paper, licking the pre- 
gummed edge with his tongue, and skillfully 
creasing, then doubling and redoubling the 
marijuana‘flled paper into a tight, deadly 
“qumbes,” or ‘joint,’ or marijuana cigarette. 
“Someday youre gonna have to learn todo 
this by yourself,” 26-yearold Carl tells the 
ld Jimmy, as he hands him the 
“number” which Jimmy plucks impatiently 
with well-practiced thumb and forefinger 

and places skillfully between his lips with a 

gesture that tells you he’ done this before, 

probably hundreds of times, in his middle- 

aged life. 
“Remember” Carl tells a reporter who hap- 

.penstobe on hand, as he produces an innocent- 

looking 95¢ “Bic” butane lighter, and uses it 

to light the “joint” of narcotic weed dangling 
from Jimmy’ lips~SRemember, if you ever 
give out my real name, or R. James O’Keefe's 
name, I will personally sew you up in a can- 
vas bag with three snapping turtles and an 
electric eel, and drop you into the shark- 
infested waters off southern Florida, through 
which we marijuana moguls move most of 


z 


40-year-old “Jimmy” 


‘our ‘reefer’ into the United States, right un- 
der the noses—ha! ha! ha!—of hardworking 
but overburdened and underbudgeted local, 
state and federal narcotics officials? 

‘While Carl threatens and terrorizes the re~ 
porter fiom ever revealing her sources, never 
ina million years, Jimmy has fallen under the 
seductive sway of the pungent-smelling 
drugs cigarette. “Wows that’s good s-t!” he 
peas lady Set ace ae 
of marijuana smoke between his 40-yearold 
lips. “Is it Colombian or Jamaican this 
time?” Poor Jimmy, obviously, has already 
earned to tell the difference between differ- 
ent varieties of “Mary Jane; as he calls it, and 
obviously thinks it “smart” to “show off” his 
twagic, heart-rending sophistication. “God- 
dammit, Carl)’ he casually curses, “when are 


"proximately three weeks, itll take about 19 


39 


“yo gma me hy sane isi 
“he iy man} counsels Car! sternly. 
‘want to get you good and hooked on this nar- 
cotic before I actually start selling it to you. I 
‘want to get you so strung out” (‘strung out” 
‘means, in drugs slang, “addicted”) “that you'll 
‘come crawling on your belly through a mile of 
s-t and beg me to take your $35 for a zee” 
(drugs slang for “ounce”) “of this stuff.” 
“But Carl, its been nearly three years 
nov,” Jimmy pleads cravenly. “Every f—king 
day for three years you've come around to 
my house and fed me at least $15 worth of 
reefer. I figured it out on my pocket comput- 
s Jimmy declares, producing from his knit 
shirt a carefully folded computer ledger 
sheet. “At $15 a day for three years, that’s 
$16,375 you've already invested in me. Now, 
if I start buying zees from you, right now, at 
$35 a zee, and figuring each zee lasts me ap- 


‘ears for you just to recoup your original out- 
lay on me, Now, in that time, either of us 
could get busted, or move to another state, or 
die of natural causes. Or I might find another 
dealer with better, cheaper grass, and go over 
to him, I just dont see where, margins-and- 
futures-wise, its realistically economical for 
you to give dope away for three years, just 10 
Set up a potentially regular customer” 

“Now Jimmy” chides Car! angrily, “do you 
think I'm in it just for the money? This is the 
drugs racket, Jimmy! We drugs pushers dnt 
think about real things like profit and loss. 
Were stupid, and wete evil! We get middle- 
aged people like you in our clutches, out of 
the indwelling evil we were especially born 
with. Money doesnt mean s-t in the narcot- 
ics racket, Jimmy. It's victims were after!” 

“Well, thanks? responds Jimmy gratefully, 
taking another poisonous puff. “That ex- 
plains a lot. Gee, this sure is good s-t, this 
free stuff” 

Carl then tums to the reporter, waving a 
357 Magnum under her nose and sticking it 
in her ear intimidatingly. “And as for you, if 
the Pulitzer Prize people even get so much as, 
the color of my eyes by way of partial verifi- 
‘cation of this story, you can expect to have 
‘your first-born child delivered up to you en 
‘brochette, with A-\ steak sauce. Get the pic 
ture, toots?” 

‘And so at least I can always tell the world 
that I was a Pulitzer Prize contender. Instead 
of a liar, Which, let’ face it, is what I am* 
“Aine paged rom yer ged ove Taw cs 
whe ending the Stone Unersty i Pari 

ee. 
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Itsbeen a bum booter of a few months here 
at State. Hell, by the time you bong biters 
read this, the only thing that stands be- 
tween you and a horde of yellow-toothed, 
close-cropped Russian commies, me, may 
well be out of a job. And believe me, if that 
happens you might as well sick your head 
in the microwave oven and set it on, dum- 
my— because them Russians are going tobe 
surfing ashore all over California, not to 
mention landing clam boats all over the 
Martha friggin’ Vineyard. I'll bet Joni 
Mitchell, for one, will be singing a different 
tune when she sees a couple of thousand 
rape-crazed Russky butt-soldiers hopping 
out of the mouth of a beached whale on the 
beach in front of her friggin’ house. 

Well, as you readers probably know, your 
general here has been drawing some fire 
over the question of these Maryknoll nuns 
allegedly iced by our Salvadorean allies. 

As I stated on national news, in all likeli- 
hood these nuns were trying to blast through 
aroadblock and ended up getting shot into a 
pretty much dead situation. Now a lot of 
people say that the fact they were drilled in 
the back brain suggests they weren't run- 
ning a roadblock. Still others have suggest- 
ed that the fact they had no clotheson their 
butts and were full of semen implies they 
were raped. 

Anyone who buys that has got a head full 
of Marx and no mistake. Factis these nuns 
were upin the hills humping Commies and 
didn't bother to take time to put their pants 
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“Is that an Ingram M40 in your pocket, comrade, or are you just excited to see me?” 


back on afterwards, just hopped in the 
damn vehicle and headed home leaking on 
the friggin’ seats. As for being shot in the 
back, there are two possibilities. The first is 
that they were driving backwards for some 
kind of kicks. The other is that the Salva- 
dorean police soldiers won't shoot anyone 
until they are sure of guilt. So they let the 
nuns plow through the roadblock and then 
blast them through the back window as 
they're trying to make off. Anyway you cut 
it, it don't look so damn good for them 
Maryknoll nuns. 

Fact is these here nuns were guilty as 
hell. But don't get me wrong—if the Ameri- 
can people want us to put a few Salvadore- 
an National Guardsmen on the hotseat for 
doing the job, it couldn't bother me less. Af- 
terall, the American people elected the guy 
who appointed me and what they want 
they get as far as I'm concerned. In fact, if 
Americans wanta few Salvadorean dogfaces 
tortured before execution—well, what the 
hey it'll be good for army discipline. 

low about this guy Warren Hinckley? 
What are we a bunch of pantywaists that 
ta guy like this on trial? A guy who 

tried to whack out our beloved C in C with 
exploding bullets? I tell you, if that had hap- 
pened in the army, we'd have tied that boy 
down in a sand trap and used him for gre- 
nade practice. I think I'll have some law- 
yers here at State look into the matter. See if 
‘we can't get this Hinckley declared an ene- 
my soldier or something so we can just put 


a rocket through him without wasting a lot 
of taxpayers’ dollars on a goddamn trial, 
whicha friggin’ nut like that hasn'ta chance 
of understanding anyhow. 

I guess most of you dope dolts noticed 
how I took a fair amount of flak for taking 
‘over command here at the White House. 
Apparently George Bush was supposed to 
bein charge. Well who the bell hes timeto 
think of that when the rounds are pouring 
in. Crap! Friggin’ Bush was in Texas. By the 
time he got back to Washington the friggin’ 
Russkies could have walked over from 
their embassy and taken over the whole 
White House with a couple of cap guns. It 
was my intention to let them know that 
there was a seasoned officer in command 
and ready to take whatever measures be- 
came necessary to defend the Constitution, 
the American way of life and the White 
House perimeter. fn 

Anyway, after Bush, apparently Tip 
O'Nelll was supposed to be ih charge, Can 
you imagine that? I wouldnt leave that frig 
gin’ drunk in charge of a potted plant, let 
alone the whole free world. Friggin’ Russkies 
would some vodka on the 
floor and have all the loose ends tied up be- 
fore Tip had finished licking the booze up. 

‘That's all past now. You may remember, a 
while after that litle flare-up, I shot off tothe 
Mideast to talk some sense to the pawnbrok- 
ers and the lamp rubbers over there. I still 
hope to convince them to team upand attack 
the friggin’ commies before they get attacked 
Bist Ie assured em that wed be happy to 
help them mop up after, though of course it 
wouldn't look good for us to be directly in- 
volved at first. 

Well, how about that space shuttle? Now 
we finally got that baby going, maybe we can 
dosomething about those goddamn aliens up 
there on the moon just waiting for the right 
moment to come down here and get their 
goddamn tentacles on our precious Drano 
reserves. Well, [don't want to say too much 
about these creeps, because it's all highly 
classified—except I've known of their exis- 
tence for some time and your secretary of 
State is taking every possible precaution 
against the coming invasion. I tell you, be- 
feeen them and the Russians and Ron get- 
ting ‘whacked I've really had a mindful lately 
and I don't mind telling you I've had to take 
quite a few Nembutals and a good deal of li- 
quor which seems to help with the stress 
and helps me to sleep better too. 

Our best information about the goons on 
the moon seems to suggest that they are 
from way out in space somewhere where 
the people look like crosses between bull- 
dogs and octopuses pulled inside out. I fig- 
ure given they look so bad they must come 
from a good ways out there. Part of the rea- 
son for the Nembutal and liquor being so 
necessary is that I have to carry practically 
the whole load of the knowledge of this 
menace to the Earth myself, as no one here 
at State can be trusted. Many of my closest 
associates may actually either be working 
for these space cee their unwitting 
dupes or in the employ of the secretary of 
defense or worse. 

If by the time you read this lam no longer 
secretary of state, you will know that the 
first step of their plan has succeeded. Until 
next month, 
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KIPPING AHEAD, IT WAS ZIPPY WHO, IN/8B3, 
BECAME THE FIRST INDEPENDENT OWNER OF 
THE J UST-COMPLETED BROOKLYN BRIDGE 


MPPY'S A LOT OLDER THAN HE LOOKS.....IN FACT EV/- 
DENCE HAS RECENTLY COME TO LIGHT WHICH INDI- 
CATES WE MAY HAVE BEEN A PASSENGER ABOARD =. 1 JUST BOUGHT 
THE MAYFLOWER \N 1620 - - FLATBUSH FROM 


CAND AHOV I WHEN 00 we COLLECT 
THANE THe CORDS! UNEMPLOYMENT 27 
WE HAVE AT LAST 
FOUND AMERICA £ 
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oyace AGAIN To (847 WHEN 2IPPY, A DEEPLY RELIG- 
US PERSON, ACCOMPANIED BRIGHAM YOUNG AND THE 
ORIGINAL MORMON To THE UTAH *peomiseD LAND"-- 


DISPLAY OF HIS NEW MOVING PICTURE MACHINE 
PU22LED HISTORIANS UNTIL THIS YEAR - ~~ 


2 OVER THAT HILL LS IT THE LAND 
WELL... WHAT ip ROBERT: Di MOOS OF MILK AND HONEY AS Peom- 
ASSINATES WALTER SLEZAK, 2 
DO You THINK, ” (SED IN THE SCRIPTURE 7? 
CET, WILL JODIE FOSTER ~ 
is SUES CATE T'S EVEN BETTER! }, 
(TS THE LAND 
a oF DONNY 
“IN z \ AND MARIE AS 
[| *7Oa 8 . PROMISED IN 
& . ” 
A fe ve) 
i] pe: 
Oke 


HEN, IN /9O3, ACCORDING To CONTEMPORARY ACCOUNTS, JF COURSE, (T ALL STARTED BACK IN THE NEOLITHIC 
WILBUR AND ORVILLE WRIGHT WERE GREETED BYAN ERA, WEN ZIPPY CREATED QUITE A STIR WITH 
UMUSUAC SIGHT THAT FATEFUL DAY AT KITTYHAWKC--- THE VGRY FIeST WORK OF ART--- 
————aS 
CHRIST! TART PINHEAD 


BEAT US TO \T AGAIN, 
wilBue ff 


“UGH TECH 
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PFiese MMROBIOTIC. 
WAFFLES ARE MURDER 
ON THE INTESTINES / 
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WG. STEENS STORY: 


WHER AN UTE UFO Ns oR iG DAB AMD | 
Ute TE EST TR WM, Omen OUD 


ow," oth BE Ww REN. ESTATE.” 


EVEN WHEN BORALG STNRTED SEUNG MILLONS OF RRCERDS] 
“ME CHER MOTHERS ML Leokep” Downy THER NOSES. 


WE BROOGHT HOME EASY-To-READ REAL ESTATE 
PROWRES. BUT ALL AE WAITED ToTo WAS 
PUN THAT DAN ELECTRIC GUITAR. 


FOR A WHE | FELT RUM As 
Te UHAD No Son), THEN 


asi, 


na 


we 


D7 Meta wate can oe viotar- 

ed without doing anyone an inju- 
ryarelaughedat. Nay, sofarare they fromdo- 
ing anything to control the desires and pas- 
sions of men that, on the contrary, they 
direct and incite men’s thoughts the more 
toward those very objects; for we always 
strive toward what is forbidden and desire 
the things we are not allowed to have. And 
men of leisure are never deficient in the in- 
genulty needed to enable them to outwit 
laws framed to regulate things which can- 
not be entirely forbidden... He who triesto 
determine everything by law will foment 
crime rather than lessen it. 

Baruch Spinoza, circa 1670 


‘smell 
‘That saved a wretch like me! 
once was sick, but now am well 
Was "H’ooked but now am free. 
Popular song, 1970 

12 CHRIST WAS BORN ONLY SEVERAL 

hundred years ago, not when the 
world was created, li 


ike peyote. 
Shawnee Indian saying 


‘To TUNE OF "AMAZING Grace": 
Amazing grass, how sweet the 


I'D RATHER HAVE A BOTTLE IN FRONT. 
of me than a frontal lobotomy. 
Graffito, Rathskeller, 
University of Wisconsin, 1979 


13 Topay | BRONOUNCED A WORD. 
which should never come out of 

a ladys lips it was that I caled John [her 
brother] a Impudent Bitch and afterwards 
{her tutor] told me that I should never say it 
even in a joke but she kindly forgave me be- 
cause I said that I would not do it again I 
will tell you what made me in so bad a ho- 
mour is I got 1 or 2 cups of that bad sina 
[China] tea to Day. 

Diary of Marjory Fleming 

Scotch, age 7, 1810 


SMILE, YOURE ON O.D. 
Graffito, SoHo, 1970s 


BETTER TO BE DRUNK AND BE ILL 
than not to drink and be ill. 


13 
neato 


1 34 DESPITE CURRENT MYTHOLOGY, 
heroin is not instantly addicti 
very rarely if ever causes any serious physi- 
cal damage, and often does not even produce 
euphoria in normal people. Most of the popu- 
lar attitudes toward heroin and the fears 
about its effects are true enough for amphet- 
amines. Indeed many pharmacology text- 
book descriptions of heroin dangers would 
be more accurate if they had been intended 
to describe the perils of amphetamines. 
Lester Grinspoon, M.D, and 
Peter Hedblom, ‘Amphetamines 
Reconsidered,’ Saturday Review, 
July 9, 1972 
=a 


INVA 
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1 3 THEY... FREQUENT SODA FOUN- 
tains, and from soda water, set to 
drinking beer, and then brandy, and finally 


whiskey. 

13 Question: WHAT CHARACTERIS- 
tics and effects would you want 

a drag to have sos to make it ideal for your 

own personal use? 

‘Answer: Harmless to begin with; non-ad. 
dictive, tasteless, odorless. It should make 
you see like acid, make you dream like her- 
in, balll like cocaine, make you never die 
like the fountain of th. And you never 
have to take it—only once. And everybody 
gets it; cheap, simple to make and legal. 

Subject No. 287, in article by S. 
M. Patel, in Drug Use in 
America: 2d Report of the 
National Committee on 


‘American, 19th century 


Marihuana and Drug Abuse, 
1973. 
PEOPLE, WHO ARE MISERABLE, 


137 oa ‘anything, take anything, 
risk anything to get out of their boring, 
anxiety-ridden “average” lives. These are 
the adults. 

‘The kids (who have all of the above) have 
in addition "peer (macho) pressures’ and 
unformed, uninformed personalities. Thus 
they add to all the adult factors, a profound 
devil-may-care stupidity about the possible 
toxic effects of the substances they are will- 
ing to ingest “as a lark’ 

Roasted lark was a medieval dish. Drug- 
dead youths are a modern dish. 

‘Tuli Kupferberg 
June 17, 1980 


HicH Times welcomes reader contributions to this clever column, Address correspondence to: Dope Lore, 
HicH Times, 17 West 60th Street, New York, N.Y. 10023. 


NOSTALGIC TELEVISION COMICS PRESENTS | The rats were out in full regalia; a shifty eyed breed of men, sniffing for a ‘sucker’s wallet, a free taste of 


ck or the easy coleslaw. 


If they waited long and hard, the good Lord 
would bless them with a piece of cheese, 


[Sure enough, a fat boy from Paterson, New 


‘A mouth-watering ‘appeared before their eyes. Tonight's payoff would 
be as easy as taking candy from a pansy... One of the rats, however, sensed | | Jersey was beating the shwoogies with 


Within moments the 


spiel began 


rR 


LTELLYA, THE EASY LETTOCE 

IS YOURS FOR THE MAKING. BUT, toe 

UH, YOU SHOULD NEVER TALK T 

KEY.OW AM EMPTY STOMACH. .NOW, 

‘THIS JOINT HAS CLASS. BE ON 

YOUR BEST BEHAVIOR, COSTELLA, 

SHOW SOME MANNERS, WOULD 
PLEASE, 
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IZZLE 
REAKS | 


The rat would ease the rumblings of his belly with 
another man’s wad of bills. 


Service-with-asmile brought a dog's delight. 
WHAT'S THIS? 


}OWEL MOVEMENT, ESTAGRANT AND ALL 
PAWS ree Pee you gom ’ : ABO i 
TEER? NOI F CHECK... WAIT A MIN- 
insutr TTHe'GARCON pt p UTE, OUR JUST DESSERTS. 


Rew innovations in Bebop sailed oer their Heads 1 must WHAT'RE YOU WAITING 
FOR, COSTELLA ? 


f yi GWAN, STICK IT IN! 
OH TURTLEDOVE, Wit ; 
YOU LEND ME YOUR t 
HAIRPIN? 
3 ] 


Er. 


Later in the evening, an honest exchange of flesh for cash 


THE END} 
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GROWING AIDS 


RECIPES 


Stop plant theft. Install your 
‘own indoor or outdoor security 
system. $195 to $1,500. Free cata 
log. GREEN MOUNTAIN TECH: 
NOLOGY, Box 6007, Santa Rosa, 
CA 95406. 


Organic THC! From your 
homegrown the best high avail- 
able anywhere! Make marijuana 
butter—use stalks, stems, leaves— 
the whole plant!! $5. SMITH, PO. 
Box 305 Presque Isle, ME 04769. 


All weather greenhouse kit. 5 
wide, 8" long, 6’ high. Everything 
included. 2hour assembly one 
person. Portable, easily enlarged, 
$150 plus postage. CANABA. 
HOUSE, 1811 S. Osage, Ft. Smith, 
AK 72901, or call (501) 646-3978. 


Next month, on the opposite 
page, you'llbe able topurchase the 
single most informative source on 
automatic home gardening. It 
comes complete with simple in- 
structions on building our revolu 
tionary system that only needs 
attending once a month! 


Home grown plant food for su- 
ior weed, 12 02. concentrate. 
nnd $6.95 to: HIGH HOPES, PO. 

Box 9759, Phoenix, AZ 85068. 


BUSINESS 
OPPORTUNITIES 


Become an ordained minister 
Start a nonprofit organization. 
Many benefits! Credentials and in: 
formation $10. UNIVERSAL LIFE 
CHURCH, 1335 Seabright Ave. 
(HT), Santa Cruz, CA 95062. 


HERBS 


Co-Co Kaine passes all tests. 
Fool all experts $895 gram. 10 
grams or more, $750 gram. Write 
CO-CO LABS, INC, FO. Box 323, 
Colville, WA 99114 


DMSO 4007. $12.95; 8 02. $1795; 
16 oz. $32.95. All postage paid. 
Send check or money order to J. 
McCAFFREY, PO. Box 5476, 
Clearwater, FL. 33518, 


At last! A 100% legal, natur: 
non-toxic high. Certified safe by 
Uncle Sam, ‘certified bizarre by 
thousands of users. Wile for de 
tails. 


Explore the cosmic world of 
magic mushrooms. Grow your 
‘own from live Psilocybe cubensis 
mycelia. $10 per tube, satisfaction 
guaranteed. SHROOMERS, PO. 
Box 8, Iron Mountain, MI 49801 


PERSONALS 


Lady, 23, would like male, fe- 
male, High Times penpals. VEL 
KING, Box 151122, Tampa, FL. 
33684. 


Recipe for terrific hash oil for 
just $5. Send to RECIPE, Box 61, 
Lucas, KS 67648, 


PUBLICATIONS 


Wild American Midwestern 
cannabis guide. New. Maps: 124 
counties in eight states. Old hemp 
industry information. Pick for iso 


‘We monogram your sayings on 
“new” lighters for you. “Its hip’ 
It's way hip now” Personalized. 
$20. LIGHTERS, 95 Beacon Street, 
Greenfield, MA 01301. 


InstaRoach—Randy’s wired 
rolling papers. Box 25 packs—$10 
oust handling. “Tshirts—insta 
Roach or Randy's logo. Specify 
choice and size! $6 + $1 handling, 
HT MAILIN, Box 14323 San Fran- 
cisco, CA 94114. 


POSTERS 


How stoned are you? Find out 
with the Head Scale! Send $4 to 
HIGH FRONTIER, Box 1411, San 
Gabriel, CA 9176. 


oil, Send $995 to GPS, INC. PO. MISCELLANEOUS 

Box 722, Bryn Mawr PA 19010. 

Natural tobacco—Grow your College students! Improve 
own! Potent snuff! Satisfying your grades. Send $1 for your 356- 


smoke! Free details: Box 447-T2 
‘Tesuque, NM 87574. 


Vacuum pack for top quality 
year around, Tilustrated manual 
tells how. $795, ORION, Box 
7073-HT, Cotati, CA 94928 


MERCHANDISE 


Mirror stash boxes clean your 
‘smoke, Line your coke. The best 
‘stash box on the market. $10. EX- 
PRESSIONS IN GLASS, PO. Box 
5072, Scottsdale, AZ 85261 


Fireworks, buy direct. Price 
list, send $1 to ACE FIREWORKS, 
PO. Box 221, Dept. HT, Conneaut 
OH 44030. 


Snow. papers. 3.5” squared. 
480 papers $6. Check or money or. 
der, KRAIG STIEGELMEIER, Box 
744, Frisco, CO 80443. 


Dont get busted. Learn your 
rights, play the all-new game Cops 
'N Dopers. Send: $8 to GAME, PO. 
Box 2003, Weirton, WV 26062. 


age, term paper catalog. 10,250 
available. Box 259164, Los “An- 
geles, CA 90025. (213) 4778226 


Privacy—Keep your true ad- 
dress secret, mail forwarding-re- 
ceiving. Details, ORLANDO. 
MAIL DROP. Box 18039HT, Or- 
lando, FL 32860. 


Experience the ultimate! 
DMSO" package including the 
book "Sex Drugs, and Aphrodisi- 
acs’ (with section on DMSO) plus 
2. highest grade DMSO—The ulti- 
mate solvent. Both $14.99 money 
order to: B&L DISTRIBUTIN 
CO, Box 181, Monroe WI 53566. 


Natural vitamins. The world’s 
finest at 25% discount. HEALTH 
DISTRIBUTORS, PO. Box 177 Riv- 
erdale, NY 10471. 


OPPORTUNITIES 

Mailing list of 300 super head 
shops nationwide on self-adhesive 
labels. $49. MERCHANT AIDS, 
Box 990, Athens, OH 45701 
(614) 5937191 


Buttons—Immoral_ Minority. 
High quality. $1. REALITY DE- 
VELOPMENTALS, Box 191, East 
Lansing, MI 48823. 


‘A natural high via computer 
ized astral sounds. $16 for cassette 
tape or send for free information. 
KENNETH SAKATA, Ph.D, 1300 
McGee-E, Norman, OK 73069. 


Fantasy products. Unicorns, 
dragons, wizards, SF buttons, 
stickers, notecards, etc. Free cata- 
log. TK GRAPHICS, Dept. HT 
Box 1951, Baltimore, MD 21203. 


yourself-tattoo-kit: $15 
to CMD, Box 9895, Colorado 
Springs, CO 80932. 


Businessman of adventureand 
courage secks profitable endeavor 
(714) 596-4378. 
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Grass. Two grams seed. Send 
$5. HEADGEAR, PO. Box 1479, 
Destin, FL 32541. 


18% yield. Interest paid month- 
ly. Secured by income producing 
real property located in Florida 
and California. Call now! (813) 
2541515 or 2541908. GEORGE 
DUFOUR. 


UBLIC NOTIC 


White or call for 
free brochure 


Inter-Bay Distributing Co. 
P.O. Box 1786 
Pinellas, Park, FL33565 


Phone (813) 541-6427 


TRADE ONLY 


Monthly trade magazine for 
boutiques, record stores, 
head shops, gift shops. 
Features tshirts, jewelry, 
pipes & papers, posters, 
novelties, and more quality 
lifestyle accessories. Profit 
ideas for business people. 
Industry news. 
ACCESSORIES DIGEST, 
$24 for one year, 
$45 for two years. 


PARAPHERNALIA 
LAW NEWS 


for those interested in up- 
to-the-minute leg 
developments on the wave 
of national 
biweekly newsletter on. 
legislative and court 
decisions, trade defenses, 
and political developments. 
Malied iret Gai : 
aga, 
spat erage 
lal digest late 
$85 for both 
Send check to 
ACCESSORIES DIGEST, 
1860 Broadway, 
NYC, NY 10023 


THE GENUINE UNI-PHOTO ID 
Rez) NT 8 FOOLED BY CHEAP IMITATIONS 
‘ONLY THE GENUINE” 

UUntPioTO 10 ACTUAL 
RESEMBLES YOUR STATE 
DRIVER LICENSE! 
GUARANTEED 


TRIP INTO YOUR| 

§ © J IMAGINATION 

Poona Teen 

Cols eran oe coer ae 

Se is 

SES aioe ae 
ay poeta 


MUSHROOMS FOREVER! 


Cleese) 


The machine that gues sour laworte 
that hgh grade rocky 
hy ecteasng fs pce & sabia) 


‘pays for sell 
recision machined aluminum 
powder press 

PM Machine send §1 for brochure 

GSZE. Grove Ave Orange, CA 92665, 


IT’S CHEMISTRY 


A Gem of an Idea 


‘A STERLING SILVER TOOTER CROWNED WITH A GENUINE GEMSTONE 
WOULD SURE ADD A TOUCH OF CLASS TO ANYONE'S ACT. SPECIFY 
CHOICE OF TIGEREYE, JADE, MOTHER OF PEARL, CARNELIAN, OR 


SKALEO IN PLASTIC 


‘SODALITE. ACT NOW AND IT’S YOURS FOR ONLY! 


‘OR CHECK TO: 
BLOWINGROCKGEMS + 


P.0.BOX126 * 


WW9SIN MONEY ORDER | (2) S@ scour Reanes cr rek 
oss nasonex 36 seri 


BOONE, W.C. 28607 PHOTO ID 


DEALER INQUIRIES WELCOME 


DRUG JEWELRY 


Wear Your Favorite Pill 
Necklace. Please specify tablet 
or capsule, in Goldtone or Sil ver- 
tone, on an 18° fine rope or 20° 
heavy rope chain, and quantity 
when ordering. Send $5.99 to: 


Futura Creations, Dept. HT, 
P.0, Box 2553, Prov., R.I. 02906 


BE AHEAD OF THE TIMES! READ 


ALTERNATIVE 
MEDIA 


Find out the truth way ahead of everyone else, Get the lowdown 
on new rock bands, fantastic video, independent. cinema, 
alternative newspapers, crazy radio and underground comics. 


‘Send $5 for year (4 issues) to: Alternative Press Syndicate, Box 
776, Madison Sq. Station, New York, New York 10010. 


Butyoudon! nave 


SORRY!'NO SCRATCH 'N" SNIFF— 
fae No.2 MARKETING 


‘The HicH Tuass Classified is a monthly feature. ALL ADS ARE ACCEPTED AT THE DISCRETION OF THE PUBLISHER. (Write or call for copy of Adver- 
tising Acceptability Policy. RATES: One-time ad $4,00/word. Discount for contracts: Three consecutive ads $375/word; Six cons. ads $3.50/word; Twelve 
‘cons. ads $3.25/ word. Minimum ad is ten words. POB #’s and Tel. #'s count as two words each. All ads must be typewritten. Classified Display is available at 
$125 per column inch (column width is 1% inches). Discount for contracts: Three consecutive ads $11S/inch; Six cons. ads $105/inch; Twelve cons. ads 
$95/inch. All display ads must be submitted camera-ready. All contracts must be fully paid in advance. CHECK OR MONEY ORDER FOR THE CORRECT 
AMOUNT MUST ACCOMPANY AD. Ads will appear 60 to 90 days after receipt. Mail to: HicH TIMBs Classified, 17 West 60th Street, New York, N.Y. 10023, 
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Mail to: HIGH Times CLassirtEp, 17 West 60th Street, New York, N.Y. 10023 


Cost of ad: words at per word= total cost. 
Payment must be enclosed with order (check or money order} 

Name 

Address 

City State Zip 


Please include a sample of your product or catalog with your ad, and your street address and phone number. 
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'And don’ 
Take our 


Get Even will snow you how George Hayduke, master 
of vengeance, has organized his subject well 64 chap. 
ters tell you now to get revenge on norse’s ass individ 
als and institutions of all kinds. Landlords. nipotts 
wo-timers. utilities. bosses, extrends dont let 
em get away with vt Publicly hurmilate your enemy. 
uinhis marriage. run him out of town All whileeapos 
ng yourselt to no risk Gel Even is the definitive rete. 
lence volume for everything from simple pranks de 
signed to confuse and annoy. to major maynem that 
will reduce your enemy to a'quivering fear-treak Get 
the satisfaction of evening the score This Dook is the 
teal thing Hardbound For entertainment purposes 
only $8. 
Available only by ma 
Toorder: Send check o: money orcer for $9 95 plus $2 00| 
stage and handling to Paladin Press P.O Box 1307 
Boulder CO B0306 Credit Card: Visa ox Mastercard 


Se PTUM SAVER™ 


NASAL DOUCHE 


‘SEPTUM SAVER™ ss cleanser forthe nual pamages 
‘works! SEPTUM SAVER™ snot a hemfol solvent 
Gamage your mocouk membranes ov 

‘ie, but a cool eresing 100% ar 
fey any foreign materias that might otherwise clog the 


‘macoor membranes and tvntaly cause na sores of & 
Dinfl perforate septum 
*** DON'T SETTLE FOR IMITATIONS 
SEPTUM SAVER™ WORKS 
Do your nase a favor and order today 
‘direct from the manufacturer. 
—NOT AVAILABLE IN ANY STORE — 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 
‘Send $3.95 + $1.05 Shipping & Handling to: 
TRICO INTERNATIONAL LTO. 
P.0, Box 421, Suffern, New York 10901 
Please snelude name & address 


DEALER INQUIRES INVITED 


The High Times Classified is a monthly 
feature. ALL ADS ARE ACCEPTED AT 
THE DISCRETION OF THE PUBLISHER. 
(Write or call for copy of Advertising Ac- 
ceptability Policy) Rates: Onetime ad 
$4.00Word. DISCOUNT FOR FULLY PAID 
CONTRACTS: Three consecutive ads 
$375!word; six consecutive ads $3.50/ 
word; twelve consecutive ads $3.25word. 
Minimum ad is ten words. POB #'s, Tel. #’s 
count as two words each. Classified Dis- 
play is available at $125.00 per column 
inch (column inch is 1 5/8 inch). All ads 
must be typewritten. CHECK OR MONEY 
ORDER FOR THE CORRECT AMOUNT 
MUST ACCOMPANY COPY. Ads will ap- 
pear 60-90 days after receipt. Mall ads to 
High Times Classified, 17 West 60th 
Street, New York, NY 10023. 


ernie beara 
g PALADIN ster inquiries: o [2 3 
= g Is 6 
7 g a0 
NEED GAS ? E P E 
Nitrous Oxide, N20. for cry co 1s 
your Whip Cream Machine [ | 
BOXES. OF 10. CAPSULES. £2.95 % 7 @ 
Pen eon, a00 7S: & HER BOR | 
Order of 5 boxes or more at $3.50 a 
Add 75¢ P & H per box. > 
Instr Dates aatabe @ £7.00 E : 
Add S.75P &H. ie 
Orders to be shipped promptly 26 7 
from CREATIVE ITEMS 
COMPANY 28 — ~” 


(WY, Res, add 8% sales tax) 
Wholesale inquiries invited, 


AKC WHIP CREAM, 


Kurt Priebe, Headmaster 


You too can be a magazine reporter! It’s 
fun! It’s easy! All you have to do is send 


us news or other information 
that you feef should be included in our 
HighWitness News section. Please ac- 
company your newsworthy items with 
the neme of the newspaper or other 
source, date published, and any addition- 
alcomments. Please be brief. All material 
should be sent to BighWitness a News, 

ion Times, tion, 
Now Yoru NY. 10003 °°P™ 


Mail to: High Times Classified, 17 West 
60th Street, New York, NY 10023. 


Cost of ad: words at___ 
per word ___totalcost 


J Remittance Enclosed (check or 
money order) 


Signature 
Name 

Address — 
City State _ 
Phone) oe 
Please include a sample of your product or 


log with your ad, and your street address. 
and phone number. 


Zip 


\ 


‘kK Why take your 
EE chances 

on the 
street? 


Get a load of that sleaze- 
bucket on the left. Do you 
want his cheesy fingers 
touching you when he 
hands you your copy of 
HicH Times? And you 
know he's only gonna 
blow the profits on an 
unwholesome yohimbe 
habit anyway. 
Sure, you could 
score at the newsstand, 
but then again, they 
may have run out, 
gone on vacation, or 
died orsomething. So 
why not sidestep all 
the bullshitand cop 
from the source. 


Deliverme. Idont want 
whores, thieves, pick- 
pocketsand pimps lay- 
ing their bad trips on 
me. I'll start taking 
my Hic Ties through 
the mails, 


12 issues (1 year) $21 (30% 
savings!) 
24 issues (2 years) $39 (Double your savings!) 


Name = 


Address 


City State__Zip 
Maile: High Times, RO. Hox 965, Farmingdale, NY 11735 


VINTAGE HIGH TIMES 


In the years 1974 to 1977, HiGH Times produced 28 magazines that made America grow up about drugs—and itself. 

When the first issue of HIGH Times came out, all anyone had to do was read the newspapers to know that cocaine 
is a narcotic, hashish is smuggled in hollowed-out shoe heels, pot grows breasts on men and every nation in the 
world is intent on eradicating drugs. 

Two years later, people knew better. What we didn't tell you about drugs, we showed you. How to grow magic 
mushrooms (#10) and sinsemilla (#11). First looks inside Peru's coca fields (#9) and Uncle Sam's pot plantation (#15). 
We explained the workings of the Marijuana Air Force and the global politics of dope wars. Revealed the Man 
Who Turned On the World and the world’s 10 Best smuggling ships, 


If you had these issues once, but lost them, you already know they're a treasury of modern dope lore. If you 
never read these issues, wouldn't you like to know how to choose a lawyer, safely use nitrous oxide, 
and find psychedelic cacti? 

Here's one of your last chances to fill in those really big holes in your head. Buy these golden classics now, be- 
cause we're not going to reprint anymore. Today back issues, tomorrow collector's items. 


buy a judge 


4: Spring ‘75 


Ce: February 77 


rm 
(O19: March °77 Oat: May "77 


(28: December ‘77 


ah 


Las a 
C124: August 77125: September 77.26: October "771.27: November 


Ci Total number of issues checked ___ x $3.00 per back issue = totalamount 
enclosed (check or money order) 

0 Also send me. binders at $9.95 each plus $1.75 each for postage and handling, 

Name 

Street 

City State Zip. 


Send to High Times Back Issues, Box 1814 Ansonia Station, NYC NY 10023. Allow 6-8 weeks for delivery 


SORCERER'S APPRENTICE 
continued from page 51 


high enough. It took six successive jolts to 
put Kemmler entirely on the Yonder Side, 
by which time the Death House at Sing- 
Sing smelled like a Boy Scout barbecue. "I 
would rather see ten hangings’ the phsyi 
cian in attendance estimated, "than one ex- 
ecution like this” 

It was an equivocal demonstration of the 
lethality of the "Westinghouse current” as 
Old Tom was calling it, but it caught on 
eventually, and people are using it today to 
fry each other legally. With proper modifi- 
cations, Edison showed the Hearst papers 
how you could fry live dogs, calves, and ul- 
timaiely a horse, But it never got him any- 
where. Inside ten years, Edison was renting 
AC from Westinghouse by the megawatt. 

At least Old Tom had the cold comfort of 
knowing that none of the money he paid for 
Westinghouse juice was going to its abomi- 
nated developer, Nikola Tesla. The impu- 
dent Croat had put on some stupendous 
stage shows at the height of the electric- 
chair controversy. This is where he would 
galvanize and disintegrate metal plates 
with his bare fingers, strobing and flaring 
magnificently in his tux and cummerbund, 
before awed thousands at the Academy of 
‘Music and Carnegie Hall. It wasn't the volt- 
age, he'd solemnly explain in his lugubrious 
Lugosi accent, as thousands of volts flick- 
ered through his sleek black hair follicles, it 
was the amperage that put the kick in the 
juice, Then hed hit an amp switch, and 
rainbows of sizzling electromagnetism 
would shoot up into the rafters, leaving 
folks blinking away the retinal afterimages 
for ten minutes. 

‘The performances were so—well—elec- 
trifying, that the promoters of the very first 
World’s Fair, the Columbia Exposition in 
Chicago, 1893, picked the Westinghouse 
current for illumination, despite all Edison's 
propaganda. Nikola did such an extravagant 
job of wiring the place up, George Westing- 
house actually wound up slightly in the 
hole because of it, Or so he told Nikola, any- 
way. George's creditors, he presently told 
Tesla with convincing trepidation, were 
about to call in his slips, but he didn't per- 
sonally have the collateral to cover them 
all, If they were to put the squeeze on him 
now, Westinghouse declared, that'd mean 
postponing a lot of grand new power proj- 
ects, and abandoning others outright 
Whereas, if George could only tell his mon- 
ey people that Nikola Tesla had handed 
over to Westinghouse all the royalty rights 
to AC horsepower produced in the USA... 

"Twas done. "Twas nothing. Ha! What 
were royalties, mere static pelf, to Nikola 
Tesla? If it meant forging ahead more quick- 
ly onthe historic Niagara Fallshydroelectric 
project, why, this crazy Croat would gladly 
pay hard cash out of his own pocket! So 
with a scratch of a pen onapiece of paper in 
George Westinghouse’s offices, with plenty 
of witnesses conveniently present, Nikola 
Tesla impatiently signed away a few-score 


million dollars in potential AC mazuma, 

‘The Niagara project was a virtual mysti- 
cal experience for Nikola. By 1895 he had, 
with his own hands, harnessed the most co- 
lossal natural source of concentrated hy- 
draulic power in the United States and 
hitched it up to his own alternating-current 
electrodynamic grid. He even showed the 
foremen at Alcoa how most efficiently to 
use it to extract aluminum out of bauxite 
‘ore. When all the lights in Buffalo went on, 
in the homes of rich and poor alike, each 
glowing with equal brilliance thanks to Ni- 
agara Falls AC, it positively made Tesla feel 
like Prometheus Fire-Giver himself. 


The earth reacted violently, 


rippling and hopping like 
all the fiends in hell. 


Hubris, it’s called, When humans take on 
the airs of the gods—even sweet, balmy 
young geniuses like Nikola Tesla—the gods 
get back to them presently, and none too 
gently. 

Even though, after that royalty giveaway 
to Westinghouse, Tesla's income was now 
pretty much circumscribed by his personal 
bank account, hed never accept a steady 
job from Westinghouse, He tried running 
the Pittsburgh operation for a while, but it 
was a ballocks. He found it impossible to 
teach, utterly impossible, but even the 
brightest engineers at Westinghouse were 
whole technological epochs behind him. 
"Todo creative work’ he kept protesting, "I 
must be completely free’ 

So he cut loose, went back to his New 
York electric company, and went broke in 
stupendous fashion. He was getting a little 
weird now, even weirder than before. “I 
look forward with absolute confidence to 
sending messages through the earth with- 
out wires, I also have great hopes of trans- 
mitting electrical force in the same way 
without waste” He would free humanity of 
those stupid copper wires, if it was the last 
thing he did, “I must first ascertain exactly 
how many vibrations to the second are 
caused by disturbing the mass of electricity 
which the earth contains...” 

He was talking wireless radio communi- 
cations, of course, which we ordinarily as- 
sociate with the name Marconi. For Tesla, 
though, this petty business of bouncing sig- 
nal impulses up through the magneto- 
sphere, from a land-based transmitter to a 
land-based receiver, was only prelude to 
some immensely grander notion about 
driving signals down into the earth itself 
and having them burst out elsewhere, im- 
measurably amplified. 

But he was content to start from compara- 
tive scratch, with an upward-shooting trans- 
mitter on the roof of his electric company. 
The receiver he put on a boat, which he 
sent 25 miles up the Hudson to wait for the 
frequency beep. It never arrived. Typical of 
Tesla's life, the lab somehow caught fire just 


then: all his equipment, models, notes, and 
abig bundle of hard cash up in smoke, with 
no insurance, Insurance?! Nikola Tesla had 
more important things to do with his mon- 
cy than haggle with insurance agents, those 
troglodytic slaves to Mammon. 

Aninvestor promptly came through with 
$40,000, quite properly. Wouldn't you have 
put 40K on the man who'd wired Niagara 
Falls, Alcoa, and the whole city of Buffalo, 
and never asked for a farthing in royalties? 
After Nikola got through with that 40K, 
though, investors were very tough for him 
to come by, very tough indeed. 

First of all, there was the embarrassing 
incident of this earthquake. Now, you can't 
say this project didn't work; in fact, it 
worked superbly, beyond all reasonable ex- 
pectations, It was the work of a madman, 
that's all. 

Nikola had built this grand new lab on 
West Houston Street, over by the Brooklyn 
Bridge, which was barely ten years old. 
Now, the ground in that part of town was 
sandy loam, so sandy that the bridge's 
builders had had to lay ina Great Pyramid's 
worth of solid limestone for foundation. 
The rest of lower Manhattan was largely 
sandy. Good, fine-grained, tightly packed 
sand, Very firm, but very friable. Resonant 
stuff, if you were to hit it just right. 

Tesla set up a compressed-stee! hammer, 
see, and set it to steadily tapping a metal 
template that went deep, deep into the 
Manhattan loam. He knew that soldiers on 
the march in long columns have to pur- 
posely break step any time they cross a 
bridge, lest the regular tramp-tramp-tramp 
of hobnails gradually disintegrate the 
bridge. Nikola had an intuition into the 
physics involved in this, and he used lower 
Manhattan to prove it. 

Sure enough, the regular bash-bash-bash 
of Tesla's hammer began generating shock 
waves among the subterranean sand parti- 
cles. Through a receiving gimmick at the 
hammer site, Tesla's engineers began re- 
cording a really phenomenal and steadily 
mounting input of rebound energy, while 
the steel hammer just bashed away steadily, 
monotonously. By and by they were getting 
5, 10, 15 times more energy back out of the 
ground than it took to run the hammersair 
compressor, Eureka! This was something 
better than perpetual motion! Just hook the 
hammers compressor up to a generator 
powered by this feedback gimmick and 
you'd have not just enough to run the ham- 
mer, but more left over to... 

‘At about that point, the noise of sirens 
and shrieks began to become audible over 
the clamor of the compressor and the bash- 
bash-bash of the hammer, Nothing at all un- 
toward was happening at Tesla'sab, which 
was sort of ground zero for this phenome- 
non, However, every kilowatt of rebound 
energy he was picking up there represented 
just the detritus of the phenomenal energy 
exchange that was going on amongst the 
resonant sandy-loam particles of all lower 
Manhattan, In ever-expanding concentric 
circles around Tesla’s lab, the earth was re- 
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Tired of the same old pap on the best-seller lists? 
Sick of having some clerk hand you Penicillin: 
The Miracle of Mold when you ask for a drug 
book? Try the HicH Times alternative. 

We're the new bookstore in town, stock full of 
volumes filled with the things you like to read 
about: cultivation, reefer history worldwide 
conspiracies, vagabonding. 

Just look at our Hot 12: 


The Holistic Health 
Handbook 

by the Berkeley Holistic 
HealthCenter #009 
Strike back at big medicine. 
‘This is the definitive guide to 
holistic health: acupuncture, 
yoga, homeopathy, iridology, 
biofeedback anda host of other 
well-being systems that your 
doctor doesn't want you to 
know about. $995 


Vagabonding in 

the US. 

by EdBuryn #012 
If the Hiltons aren't your idea 
of abodes, pick up this nifty 
guide to hitching across the 
States. Buryn surveysall kinds 
of crazy places to go and wild 
things to do across the country 
for cheap. $995 


The Illuminati 
Papers 

by Robert Anton Wilson #008 
‘The best-selling author of the 
Illuminatus Trilogy and Cosmic 
‘Trigger further illuminates the 
age-old secret conspiracy that 
some say rules the world. A 
must for paranoids of all ages. 
$795 


Hallucinogenic and 
Poisonous 
Mushroom 

Field Guide 

by Gary Menser #010 


A teliable reference guide for 
those starting to explore the 
world of ‘shrooms. Over 30 
color plates and 50 line draw- 
ings. $5.95 


The Great Books of 
Hashish, Vol. 1 
byLaurenceCherniak #002 
A dazzling photographic essay 
on hashish around the world. 
You can get stoned just by look- 
ing at the pictures, New West 
said, $14.95 


Marijuana Grower's 
Guide Deluxe Edition 
by Mel Frank 
and Ed Rosenthal #003 
The single best-selling cultiva- 
tion guide, complete with 50 
color plates and over 150 black 
and white photos and charts. 
$10.95 


OBinsemills 


by Jim Richardson #001 
Aphotographic tour de force of 
the virgin pot plants, with in- 
structions on how to grow yer 
own, $1195 


Marijuana Potency 

by Michael Starks #007 
‘The best current book dealing 
with the question of what 
makes marijuana potent. Get 
the latest scientificliterature in 
an easy-to-understand format. 


And that's just the start. Every so often, we'll be 
adding more books that your local bookstore 
would never dream of carrying. 


“Add $1.00 shipping 


Cocaine Consumer 
Handbook 

by David Lee #006 
Everything you always want- 
ed to know about blow. How to 
perform the clorox test and 
melting point test, along with 
full color choice photos. 


Indoor/Outdoor 
Marijuana Growers 
Guide 

by Mel Frank 
and Ed Rosenthal 
‘The classic introductory work 
on cannabis cultivation. $4.95 


#004 


The Stash Book 

by PeterHjersman #005 
The definitive guide on build- 
ing hiding places and spaces in 
houses, cars, motorcycles, 
even on one’s body. Protect 
your —_valuables—whatever 
they may be. $4.95 


The Art and 
Adventure of 
Traveling Cheaply 
by Rick Berg #01 


Got the wanderlust? Here's an 
indispensable volume that'll 
take the trouble out of hitting 
the road. You'll never get 
ripped off again. $4.95 


Mai to: High Times Bookstore, Box 
Erk Ane St New rk 


So if you want Roots, try Walden's. But if you 
want to learn about roots (as well as seeds and 
stems}, shop at the magazine. We're only a cou- 
pon away. 


foreach book 


10025, 


Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery 
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acting violently, rippling and hopping and 
bellowing like all the fiends in hell. Shingles 
were raining off the roofs, lamps were fall- 
ing from the ceilings, and panicked horses 
were careening their carriages over the 
quaking cobblestones, casting passengers 
in every direction. 

The police finally located the source of 
the calamity and burst into the Tesla Elec- 
tric Company on West Houston. They got 
there just in time to see the inventor him- 
self, like the very Sorcerer's Apprentice, 
whaling frantically away at his air-com- 
pressor with a sledgehammer. Prometheus 
Fire-Giver was all well and good, but Niko- 
la Tesla had no wish at all to be Poseidon 
Earth-Shaker. 

He prudently left town to spend the rest of 
the 40K. Thistime he set up shop in Colorado, 
where a local power company guaranteed 
himall the wattage and wide-open space he 
could use, Since Tesla was never a teacher a 
lot of the stuff he did there has never been 
suitably explained to this day. It still drives 
certain people crazy to think about it. Aban- 
don hope, all ye techies who read further in 
this piece, for here there be Dragons. 
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It had to do with a 200-foot metal mast sur- 
mounted by a four foot copper ball, dominat- 
ing the lonesome Colorado prairie under 
Pike's Peak. Below this pylon, ina shed, sat 
‘Tesla's “magnifying transformer,” extruding 
a primary coil that wound about a 75-foot- 
diameter fence and stretched up aloft to 
make contact with the giant copper ball, or 
“electrode! 


Nocomic-book writer could ever dojustice 
to the sound effects broadcast by that God- 
awful machine; the visual display would be a 
challenge to George Lucas. Tesla was cast- 
ing lightning bolts as high as the Empire 
State Building, and that was just the stray 
skim-off from the 12 million volts he was 
able to pump through this baby continu- 
ously, When visitors wanted impressing, 
Nikola would put up in the night sky whole 
extended ballets of many-colored “globe 


lightning” He did this for kicks, and never 
bothered telling anybody how, which is a 
sorrowful thing, because physicists still 
don't know what globe lightning is, or 
where it comes from. 

He dispensed with wires at last. With his 
Pike's Peak gimmick—which was only the 
demonstrator model—Tesla was presently 
lighting electric bulbs 25 miles away, no 
hands, no wires, nothing up the sleeves. 
And he was too busy to explain that one 
either, so it's never been done since. 

What he was so almighty busy with was 
geomagnetic phenomena. With his 200-foot, 
multimillion-volt transformer, Nikola was 
jamming megafixes of pure juice into 
Mother Earth, to see how much lightning 
he could call down out of God's sky to resta- 
bilize the local electromagnetic setup. At 
least this was one part of what he was do- 
ing, as frantically as possible, while the 
money held out. His broader project had 
something to do with precisely measuring 
the exact wattage of potential resonance be- 
tween the electricity within the earth and 
the electricity in the sky above it. He swore 
he did it, too, and knew exactly how to pro- 
vide limitless free energy through manipu- 
lating it all. 

Free, fools, free! Every home running its 
own electric lights. Every factory running 
its own machines. Things unheard of, un- 
dreamt of, things to make the heart soar, 
things to chill the guts with horror, And 
every megawatt of it free! Free forever! 
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In the meantime, there was the little matter 
of atleast one meal every few days for Nikola 
‘Tesla, a roof over his head, a bed to sleep in. 
After aazarring away that $40,000 on an 
earthquake and some 200-foottall white 
elephant at Pike's Peak, Nikola was flat 
broke. And no sane investor would answer 
his calls, either. 

Well, he wasnt flat broke. It might have 
been better if Tesla had been flat broke at 
this point, scrabbling and desperate, ready 
to grasp at any straw, but also to think two 
jumps ahead for once. The fact was, though, 
he did stil pull a dollar out of every horse- 
power unit generated by Westinghouse AC 
in Europe. Considering the U‘S-European 
rate of exchange back then, this wasnt ex- 
actly handsome, but it grew as Europe 
steadily industrialized. And eventually the 
government of Hungary, unspeakably 
proud of this son of their soil-who had 
wired the fabulous Niagara Falls, laid on 
him a $7200 annuity for life—a bourgeois 
income back then. So Tesla, never given to 
women or booze or gambling anyway, al- 
ways did have enough to live on, if never 
nearly enough to work with. 

He had enough time to try to teach, just a 
little, once he got back to New York and 
moved into a respectable though nonWal- 
dorf residential hotel, Ina few magazine ar- 
ticles around 1899, Nikola managed to get 
across the elements of his scheme for wire- 

continued on page 101 


LSD ‘81 
continued from page 41 


the habit of hyping their produets, like so 
many zealous camel drivers swearing on 
their sisters’ maidenheads, as the purest, 
the freshest, the best since Sandoz. That be- 
havior seems to be a holdover from the 
days when what was sold on the street as 
acid maybe was and maybe wasn't. Pro- 
tecting their turf, the few secure sources of 
supply began printing increasingly elabo- 
rate trademarks on their blotters, Tetras 
vied with blue dolphins, Sorcerer's Appren- 
tice, with its state-of-the-art logo, was re- 
leased in 1980. 

Standardization of doses has gone a long 
way to increase the popularity of acid and 
reduce the Russian roulette aspects of drop- 
ping L. One West Coast concern includes a 
marketing kit when a buyer purchases 
100,000 in liquid form. The kit illus- 
trates the fine points of commercial LSD 
preparation: how to dilute the psychedelic 
solution; if it's to be "window pane” how to 
mold the gelatin and at what temperature; 
the logistics of impregnating and stamping 
blotter. Instead of tediously eye-dropping 
doses onto tiny squares of blotter paper, vol- 
ume dealers soak an entire sheet of blotter 
paper in liquid LSD, then use an electronic 
scale to weigh how much liquid is absorbed. 
The weight of LSD absorbed is divided by 
the number of hits on the sheet to deter- 
mine the individual dose. The solution is 
strengthened or weakened accordingly. 


With doses way down and toxic chemi- 
cals pretty much off the market, there are 
few if any LSD "victimns’ ending up in hos- 
pitals and jails these days. Sales of the Tibet- 
an Book of the Dead are way down, and in 
general the acid scene seems to be keeping 
a low profile. But it does seem inevitable 
that LSD will become a social phenomenon 
again, for better or worse. Already, the first 
ridiculously misinformed media stories on 
the drug are appearing. The New York Post 
recently rana story under the headline tsp- 
LACED SNOOPY STAMPS HITTING THE STREETS, 
A careful reading of the article revealed the 
following: 


Zeroing in on the kiddie trade, local drug 
pushers are peddling cute little “lick ‘n' stick” 
stamps featuring Snoopy Mickey Mouse and 
other favorite cartoon figures—and laced 
with heavy doses of LSD. 

"It’s just one more comic book cartoon 
character used to lure unsuspecting youths to 
take the drug’ said Lt. Brian Hillen, a police 
spokesman. Authorities here and elsewhere 
are worried that young children might mis- 
take the cute color stamps for harmless tat- 
toos and lick them. 


‘The authorities did not, however, describe 
how the pushers got the kids to fork over $2 
apiece for a tattoo on a bit of paper less than 
one-quarter inch square. The article round- 
ed off by calling the LSD tabs (sic) "the latest 
high-school drug fad" Can tall tales of acid- 
heads going blind by staring into the sun be 
far behind? 0) 
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he Who played what many insiders 

claim was their last concert ever on 

March 28 in a special performance 

along with the Grateful Dead. The 

show was a German production 
called Rockpalast, a concert series designed 
to defray the cost of admission by televising 
the event over various networks. Fans paid 
only about $2 for their tickets, but an audi- 
ence of millions watched the show live on 
television all across Europe. 

“There is no truth to the rumor that the 
band is breaking up’ saida spokesman {or the 
Who. “That's just a distortion by the press of a 
rather normal onstage disagreement be- 
tween Townshend and Daltrey. They saw 
them fighting and assumed there was dissen- 
sion in the group’ 

The incident referred to happened in early 
February during a benefit concert for bat- 
tered wives at London's Rainbow Theatre. It 
was the first London date in the English tour 
to promote Face Dances, the first record 
made by the new lineup that was assembled 
following original Who drummer Keith 
Moon's death. About halfway through the set, 
while they played “Behind Blue Eyes’ lead 
singer Roger Daltrey stopped singing and 
complained bitterly that his monitors weren't 
working. Townshend, meanwhile, seemed 
strained, and during “Drowned,” he sang, "I 
dont want to die, I'm thirty-six and Idont want 


onstage and told the crowd: “You havea quiet 
time, chat among yourselves and we'll see 
what we can do! Finally the band returned for 
an encore, but when they returned to the 
dressing room they fought angrily. As bassist 
John Entwistle walked out of the room in which 
‘Townshend and Daltrey were still fighting, he 
asked a bystander, "Fancy a job playing bass 
with the Who tomorrow?” 

‘Townshend's postconcert remarks did sug- 
gest that he was fed up with the Who as a 
stage band. “If I suddenly said today that I 
didnt want io play anymore! he complained, 
“it would be very complex—it might involve 
twenty or thirty contracts and my responsibil- 
ities to other people, and there are lots of 
other factors that would make it complicated. 
But I believe quite seriously that there is a 
point at which a road performer should stop. I 

setting a date to retire is something to 
consider, It's something I'm really aware of.” 

While its easy enough to pass this incident 
off as another in the long series of blowrups that 
have peppered the Whos career (during re- 
hearsals for Quadrophenia, Townshend and 
Daltrey had such a furious battle that the gui- 
tarist ended up being knocked out by the lead 
singer), Townshend has been saying or several 
years that his touring days are numbered. 
Then, when the band hurriedly canceled a 
whole European tour with the exception of the 
Rockpalast gig, the feeling that it was all over 
mounted again, “This time there will be more 
than the usual speculation that the band is 
splitting? Who press officer Keith Altham 
said, “because of the canceled tour. But I 
think that Pete is genuinely confused about 
what his next move needs to be, and after a 
couple of months’ rest, which he really needs, 
the prospects will be much brighter” 

At the band’s Ramport studio, where final 
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arrangements for the impending TV concert 
were being hammered out, Roger Daltrey 
paced the waiting room nervously, waiting for 
‘Townshend to show up for a vocal rehearsal 
that never materialized. Inside the studio, 
John Entwistle was working on the final mix of 
an album he'd been recording with Joe Walsh 
and Joe Vitale. 

Entwistle admitted that the breakup ra- 
mors were going around. “The main reason 
for this is the European tour that's been can- 
celed,” he explained. “What people have got 
to realize is that we did four American tours 
starting with the Madison Square Garden 
business. We did four after that, then we went 
straight into the Who album, then another 
tour, then straight from the album into re- 
hearsals for another tour, which was another 
two months. I think what we realized is that 
there's no use us spreading a tour out; we 
might as well just get it knocked out in one 
month rather than spread it over three be- 
cause you still stay wound up, you've still got 
your suitcase unpacked in the hall. Your 
whole home life is in a turmoil for the duration 
of the tour so it just feels like we were doing a 
two-month tour instead of a one-month tour. 
We could have gotten it all over and done 
with in one month. The Europe tour was 
spread over three months so we just said 
whoa, I'm not gonna do that again, spend 
three months living out of a suitcase in your 
‘own home. 

“So we put it off until we could make ita 
more feasible proposition. If we can con- 
dense it all into one month, we'll probably do 
it, Also, we've gotta get another album to- 
gether after this one. It takes a long time. We 
can't just release an album and release anoth- 
er one six months later. Its always taken the 
Who a long time to record, to amass enough 
material for a suitable album. So we've got a 
busy year ahead of us, anyway, writingwise 
and other things. There are sort of tentative 
plans that we'll skip Europe and maybe do an 
American tour first and then maybe if we do 
another album promote that in Europe, But it 
just depends on how we feel after we've had a 
couple of months off. Maybe we'll be 
screaming to get back, and maybe welll say, 
let's take another four months off.” 


ntwistle’s perspective on the poten- 

tial breakup is pretty reasoned. 

He’s seen this situation before and 

knows the group is capable of riding 

it out. At the same time, though, he 
seemed more wary than usual. “The only 
thing that worries me about time off," he said, 
“is that whenever we've had time off in the 
past it’s turned into two years off or three years 
off and if leven feel that its going that way Im 
just gonna have to confront the rest of the 
band and say, look, ae we gonna do this 
American tour, are we gonna do this con- 
densed version of Europe, or are we gonna 
take two years off? If so, I'll just serve notice 
that I'l be touring with someone else for the 
next two years. I'm not prepared to waste time 
anymore, Time is precious when youre push- 
ing forty” 

Entwistles most likely postWho move 
would be to hook up with Joe Walsh. In fact, 
the record the two have made together is so 
good they might try to arrange a short tour 
even if the Who continue to perform and re- 
cord. “I've always wanted to play with Joe 
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Entwistle said, “ever since I first saw him with 
the James Gang. We've been talking about 
playing together for a long time. When I did 
the Ox aigs in the States we were special 
guest stars with Joe Walsh and Barnstorm. We 
talked about playing together then because 
we've always admired each other's playing. I 
wouldn't say its impossible that we'll tour to- 
gether, its just whether our careers will coin- 
Cide in the right way. It took me two years to 
got twomonths outof him. What|llittaketogot a 
tour? There's a certain point in the Who's ca- 
reer where theyre gonna stop working on- 
stage and I'm gonna have to find another way 
to get out there again, and the same with the 
Eagles, so who knows, there might be a possi- 
bility in the future. I cant think of anybody I'd 
rather work with? 


he Who played brilliantly at the 
Rockpalast, with keyboardist John 
“Rabbit” Bundrick and drummer 
Kenney Jones, the two newest mem- 
bers, showing especially well. Rab- 
bits blend of piano, organ and synthesizer fits 
better into the band’s sound as he goes along, 
and here he added excellent playing to two of 
the new songs, “Don't Let Go the Coat” and 
"You Better You Bet:” Jones really came to the 
fore on “Drowned/’ one of several songs from 
Quadrophenia, pushing Townshend to some 
of his best guitar playing of the night. Al- 
though Entwistle's two featured songs, “The 
Quiet One" and “Twist and Shout," weren't 
televised because only about an hour of the 
set was broadcast, his powerful bass lines 
carried the band along beautifully. Daltrey, 
whose singing was one of the high points of 
Face Dances, was at his best for the broad- 
cast, charging through the end of the stirring 
new Face Dances anthem, ‘Another Tricky 
Day.’ While Daltrey reached for screams at 
the top of his range, Entwistle and Jones 
locked into a powerful vamp and Townshend 
played a breathtaking rhythmic call-and-re- 
sponse with Daltrey, a hard-edged choogle 
that elicited one of the most enthusiastic re- 
sponses of the night. 

Other high points of the show were a tre- 
mendous version of "Who Are You in which 
‘Townshend played really well, a hard rock- 
ing “5:15” and a powerful version of their clas- 
sic "My Generatior 

The Grateful Dead followed the Who and 
were not as sharp for the televised portion, 
which consisted of the first of their two sets 
that night. The band just never got off the 
ground, although at moments, particularly 
during “Shakedown Street,’ they seemed 
poised to break through. The Dead were un- 
worried during the break between sets, how- 

er. “Generally speaking” laughed Garcia, 
“the more people expect, the worse we are. In 
other words, the bigger the stakes, the more 
important it is that we make a good showing, 
the more likely we are to blow it, The para- 
mount example was Woodstock—we were 
just plum atrocious. Jeez, we were awful.’ 

Sure encugh, once the cameras were 
turned off and the band returned for the sec- 
ond set, the magic was all there. Garcia so- 
loed beautifully and toward the end of the set 
Pete Townshend plugged in and dueled with 
Jerry. Many fans were boggled at the lead 
guitarists from the Who and Grateful Dead 
playing the same music, but John Entwistle, 
for one, saw nothing strange at all about it. 
“We're exactly the same’ he laughed, "except 
that we have shorter hair” 


INTERVIEW: TOMMY RETTIG 
continued from page 69 


computer study showing that unless some 
major consumer item can be reduced by a 
very large amount in a very short period of 
time, there's no way to avoid the complete 
downfall of Western civilization. Capital- 
ism is kaput. That is the only way that all 
drugs would get legalized overnight. Let's 
face it. People aren't ready to admit that yet, 
though, because too many fortunes are be- 
ing made off drugs’ being illegal. 

It's an opportunity to make a prodrug 
statement. It’s an opportunity to put HicH 
‘Tims on film. See, what I'm not saying is 
that recreational drug use is desirable. 
What Iam saying is that prohibition doesnt 
work. Period. Right now people don't want 
to talk about drugs—that was the issue of the 
‘60s. There are more important issues, they 
say now between toots at cocktail parties, 
And hell, you go to any studio set, and half 
the people are snorting coke, smoking pot, 
taking Quaaludes in between takes. 

Iwant to get controversial with this, make 
people think. The only thing that can happen 
is for drug users to come out of the closet. 
There are at least forty million recreational 
drug users in the country. I mean, where 
does the Hic Timzs readership come from? 
You just read the interviews in HiGH Times 
and all these prominent people with some- 
thing to lose, they're not saying, "Yeah, Ido 
alittle acid on the weekends, snort a little 
coke after dinner, do a joint before bed.’ 
They're saying, "Yeah, sure, F used to use 
drugs but I don’t anymore’ The point is that 
recreational drug users have to unite the 
way black people, gay peopleand the wom- 
en's movement did. The problem is that 
we've all “gotten past” that. Drugs are no 
longer “real important!” Drugs can't be that 
important. When drugs become important 
is when youre abusing them. If you're sim- 
ply using them, they're just another toy, 
that’s all. 

HIGH Times: What drugs do you do now? 
RETTIG: I smoke a little pot occasionally 
and I drink occasionally. Shit, that's that 
same answer you read in the HicH Times 
interviews I was talking about before. 
“Yeah, I smoke a little dope now and then, 
always less than an ounce’ It's precisely be- 
cause of what's legal and what isn‘ that peo- 
ple have to come out of the closet and say, 
"Yeah, I use all kinds of drugs. ..” 

HiGH Times: What, then, is the meaning of 
life? 

RETTIG: Life is a B movie. It's poorly writ- 
ten, badly cast, horribly directed, plotless, 
doesn't always have an ending—much less 
a happy one—and it drags on and on until 
you get pretty tired of the reruns after a 
while, 

HiH Times: And what did you learn from 
doing a show with a dog? 

RETTIG: Lassie taught me the dog's 
philosophy. 

HiH TIMES: Which is? 

Rernc: If you can't eat it or fuck it, piss on 
itO 


1] ® ORO 


This meltpoint device detects and 
identifies: mannitol, vitamin C 
sugars and many more. 


hot box digital 


115 W. Figueroa, Santa Barbora, Ca. 93101 
(605) 969-1959 © “‘At finer stores everywhere” 


Take a leopard to 


aoe | 
next party. 


Get Leopard Skins romyoutlooal store 
=. ‘i he 


(Or send $200 ord packs of assorted Cherniok Popers. 
(Chemniak Popers ore imported exclusively by 
Merchandisng service of Arena, Ing 

‘57 N 3rd Sto, Prtodelphia, PO TAZ 


cy 
= 


HIGHTIMES 99 


Protect Your Stash 


You'd never leave a gram of coke in the Each one of these sturdy binders 
sun, or an ounce of Kona gold onthe __ will safeguard a year's worth of High 
bathroom radiator, so why leave your Times from such calamities. In 50 
back issues of High Times scattered years you'll have a valuable collection 
around the house, where they can get which you can sell for a lot of 

lost, stolen or marred with anything money—and then you can buy a High 
from roach burns to dog pee. Times Mule’s Jacket. 


‘Send orders to: High Times Binder, BO. Box 1414, Ansonia Station, New York, NY 10023, 


Allow 6-8 weeks for dalivery. New York State residents please add applicable sales tax. 00 
fnot send cash. Make check or money order payable to High Times. 


continued from page 95 


less sound-signal transmission. These arti- 
cles came to the attention of J.R Morgan, 
were translated into layspeak for the great 
man, and he pounced. 

‘Morgan had loads of money invested in 
electronic communications gimmicks: tele- 
phone, telegraph, Edison's developing pho- 
nograph and cinematography projects and 
so on. Whatever was going to develop in 
this area, J.P Morgan was going to have his 
thumb on it and get his piece of it. More 
developments proceeded to 
pick up apace in this area, then by God it 
‘would be J.P Morgan who set that pace, 
Unstructured development is chancy busi- 
ness, damned chancy, especially for your 
philanthropic investor. Terrible thing. Aman 
buys up a new mousetrap design, builds a 
plant and a line for it, tools up the tools to 
make it, takes on a whole assembly staff— 
at modern wages—and right then, bank on 
it, some beady-eyed loon with ink on his 
fingers comes up with a better mousetrap. 
Keep an eye on them damn beady-eyed, 
ink-finger types, sir, Pin ‘em down, Buy ‘em 
up. Drive ‘em crazy if you have to, they're 
all half-crazy to start with, anyway. 

So Nikola Tesla was duly visited in his ho- 
tel by emissaries of the omnipotent Mor- 
gan, who offered him $150,000 down for a 
51 percent interest in any future patents 
Tesla might be awarded, Since Morgan in 
the same year gave a cool million to the 
Harvard Medical School and bought An- 
drew Carnegie out of US, Steel, this 150K 
was manifestly chicken feed, a mere flea- 
flick. But Tesla signed over the controlling 
interest in his brain, for the rest of his life, to 
J.P Morgan. If Tesla had been physically 
hungry or shelterless, now, he might at least 
have insisted on a clean 50-50 split. But he 
‘wasjust comfortableenough to havea proper 
genius’s contempt for all things material, so 
he tossed it all away with another scratch of 
the pen. Because, y'see, Morgan's flunkies 
told him Morgan himself would under- 
write all Tesla’s future development proj- 
ects as well 

That's what they told him, all right. They 
even gave him carte blanche to put up one of 
his mystery monster-transmitters at Shore- 
ham, Long Island: a huge plant surmounted 
by a 187foot tower, from which Tesla 
would shoot all the electric power for the 
grand Paris Exposition of 1903—all the way 
across the almighty Adantic, no hands, no 
wires, nothing up his sleeve. 

Then, just months before the exposition 
was to open, while Nikola was still copper- 
plating his 150-foot-diameter “electrode? J.P 
Morgan cut him off without another penny. 
‘The great man gave no reason for it, just a 
perfect stonewall; he wouldn't speak to Tes- 
la himself, or authorize any of his flunkies 
totalk to him. Of course, they'd promised to 
underwrite Tesla's projects, sworn it with a 
hearty handshake that turned him green 
around the gills. But they hadn't promised it 

continued on next page 
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on paper y’see. You just don't understand 
our American sense of humor, Tesla. 


WWW —— 


Itwas undoubtedly just as well, for everyone 
in the world but Nikola Tesla. As time went 
on, and relatively sane people like Guglielmo 
Marconi got into this deep and murky busi- 
ness, it turned out that what this crazy 
Croat had been talking about, since the 
1880s, had been microwave transmission. 

Among the very few patents poor Nikola 
was not screwed out of over his life was one 
that described long-distance radio trans- 
mission: antenna, grounding, frequency, 
tuning, the works. Morgan sat on it firmly, 
of course, and some 15 years later Marconi 
finally developed the gimmick himself, ab- 
solutely independently, Still, the competing 
patents hung in limbo until 1940, when Tes- 
la was officially awarded the priority title in 
preference to the man already and forever 
remembered as the “father of radio’ The 
development of television was similarly 
complicated by preexisting Tesla patents, 
and still today, geniuses of space-age gim- 
mickry keep running up against century-old 
patented precognitions by this crazy Croat. 

The contemporary idea of furnishing the 
earth with unlimited microwave energy gen- 
erated by sunlight in gigantic orbiting trans- 
formers, and beamed down tothe planet, isa 
minor modification of a Tesla patent. Scien- 
tists in the United States, the Soviet Union, 
Canada, China, Western Europe, Brazil and 
God only knows where else, are competing 
pell-mell to physically implement this turn 
of-the-century Tesla epiphany. Microwaves 
from outer space: free, infinitely self-re- 
plenishing, radioactive electrical energy. 

Ofcourse, ecologists guarantee that the mi- 
crowave energy would permanently disor- 
der the entire geomagnetosphere, altering 
climate unpredictably, and the earth-sited 
receiver-transformers would be hideously 
poisonous to life for miles in all directions. 
If the slightest thing were to go wrong with 
one of the orbital transformer-broadcasters 
(remember Skylab?), it conceivably could 
char zebra streaks of slow death and de- 
struction round and ‘round the turning 
globe before engineers could locate it and 
shut it down, 

But it'd be everlasting, and best of all, not 
free in the least. Orbital microwave systems 
would take billions on billions to develop, 
and forever after, someone as evil as Edi- 
son, Westinghouse and J.P Morgan put fo- 
gether would always have a finger on the 
on-off button, charging us all money for ev- 
ery minute he refrained from turning it off. 


SS 


Nikola Tesla, early on, guaranteed that he 
had something much nobler and more hu- 
manitarian than this in his head, fully 
formed, a physical presence there, needing 


only the opportunity to be physically devel- 
oped. It might be very illuminating to know 
what it was, or very scary, or merely funny. 

Probably it would be merely funny. When, 
‘Tesla died in 1943, the FBI went through his 
placeand carried off all his papers while the 
body was still warm. There was one hell of 
a war on just then, and if Nikola ever had 
come up with an infinite-energy source—or 
a way of devastating half the planet, either 
—it would certainly have been physically 
demonstrated by the US. armed forces well 
before August 8, 1945, But that was some 
other geniuss brainstorm, not Tesla's 


Vw — 


As for poor Nikola, it would be entertaining 
but depressing to cover the last 40 years of 
his life in detail. After Morgan screwed him 
in 1903, Tesla very slowly but steadily drift- 
ed off the deep end, and he had a long, long 
time to drift, too. He started making friends 
at last, around that time—with pigeons. Big, 
fat, filthy, lice-ridden Manhattan gutter tur- 
keys: Tesla, who could not have kissed Sar- 
ah Bernhardt on the lips in her ravishing 
prime, for fear of "germs’ coaxed New York 
City park pigeons to his hotel rooms, by the 
dozens, and let them nest and shit all over 
the place, while he taught them everything 
about physics which mere humans could 
never learn, Needless to say, he was contin- 
ually getting evicted 

He turned into an entertaining old crank, 
after he got 60-ish, Sunday-supplement 
writers found him a dependable source of 
diverting comment, prattling on about 
gem-focused "death rays’ faster-than-light 
interplanetary communications systems, 
climate -modifications through magnetic 
manipulation of the ionosphere, and other 
impossible science-fiction goosebumpers. 
Someday, he swore, mankind would inevi- 
tably evolve out of all this untidiness 
around usand graduate into "the perfect so- 
ciety of the bee” Yes, yes, he'd drone on, 
avoiding eye contact with the reporter 
while stroking the pigeon in his lap, "the 
perfect society of the bee” 

‘The night he died—September 14, 1943— 
‘was marked by a late-summer Manhattan 
thunderstorm, one of those magnificent 
electromagnetic displays that dependably 
impress even visitors from Brazzaville and 
Rio de Janeiro. Old Tesla, the 86-year-old 
virgin, was feeling his oats in proper fash- 
ion that night, The radio patent had set him 
up ina swell supermodern skyscraper, with 
a spacious balcony looking out over the 
wonderfully resonant canyons of midtown, 
Nikola, ‘tis said, stood out there on the bal- 
cony all the way through the thunder- 
storm, sort of choreographing the flash and 
forksplit with vigorous élan. But when he 
came back in, he looked rather wistful, 
maybe even a little disappointed. "I have 
made much better lightning in my life’ Ni- 
kola Tesla apologized. 

A few hours later, he died in his sleep. 
‘The doctor said it was natural causes, but 
more likely it was terminal hubris. (7 
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of merely paralyzing overpriced sinsemilla 

have probably done more to preserve the | 
beautiful spectrum of possibility than any | 
of Latimer's ravings. | 

Unfortunately, Latimer, writing out of a 
sense of his own insignificance, attributes | 
to the Connoisseur more power than I actu- 
ally have. After an obviously fraudulent 
tribute to some “lamb's bread” he claims he 
smoked and liked (believe me, it was prob- 
ably a Carlton Light with some oregano— 
he wouldn't know the difference}, Latimer 
claims that if "R! wanted to, he could "just 
by putting pen to paper put Caribbean gan. 
ja at the top of the charts from San Francis- 
co to East Berlin’ 

Unfortunately, things aren't that simple 
outside the safe world of Latimer's little cubi- 
cle. In fact, two years ago in "Rs First Annu- 
al Pot Awards, I named Jamaican lambs 
bread Best High of the year, and I wrote a 
recent column extolling its spiritual quali- 
ties, But the unfortunate island nation of Ja- 
maica is still recovering from the brutality 
of the DEA sponsored Vietnam-style defoli 
ation attacks on its herb-growing regions as 
well as its satellite surveillance and aerial 
shoot-downs of the brave smuggling air force 
and navy, and it's beyond my power to do 
anything but encourage the consumer to 
take advantage of whatever gets through. 

Having demolished the individual errors 
of judgment and taste that Latimer makes, 
let's get to the heart of the matter: a crippling | 
internal flaw in Latimer's reasoning. While 
he claims that both growers and antima 
juana government scientists are obsessed | 
and single-minded about THC percentage 
as the only determinant of the high, Lati- 
mer himself is a victim of pseudoscientific 
reductionism. It's unfortunate that a little 
knowledge can be a dangerous thing, but in 
denouncing the THC obsession Latimer 
substitutes his own obsession with CBD 
(cannabidiol) and CBN (cannabinol) ratios. 

Although dozens of writers have written 
about the different effects of these psycho- 
active constituents of marijuana smoke, 
Latimer acts as if he's discovered the wheel 
when he writes about them. Like the math- 
obsessed idiots in the government labs, he 
attributes subtle evanescent events in con. 
sciousness merely to mathematical ratios of 
CBD to CBN. Like them, he reduces the 
complex glory of a high to some mechani. 
cal-chemical reaction, Listen to this: "Then, | 
shortly after, CBD kicks in with this tidal | 
underswell of pure profundity," he writes. 
Way to go, Latimer, big advance in human 
thought there. I think we'dall be better off if 
Latimer would stick to attacking the stupid- 
ity of scientists: He has an uncanny under- 
standing of their thought processes. And, 
yes, maybe he should actually try getting | 
high and actually reading HIGH TIMES be- 
fore he gives into another delusional im- 
pulse and attacks some specter that exists 
only in his Bell’s-brained head. 
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